Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



'/ ■-■'/. V' 

H 3 (f ^ 



/■ * 



/ 



yt ( ' 




f 




>rl 



C (Ti r 



I 

I 

m 

I 



THE 



FAMILY OIECLE. 



OBIGINAL A3XD SELECTED 



ANECDOTES, 



WRTTTEK AND EDITED 






BY H. L.'^HA STINGS, 

XDITOB or XHS OUUISTlAJb 




MULTA TBRBICOU8 LIHODA, OOOASTIBUS VHA. 



BOSTON, MASS.: 
H. L. nASTlNGS, No. 47 CORNHILL. 

London: 8. BAGSTEB & SONS, Limitkd, 

10 Pateskostxb Row. 

1884. 






• • 



COPYBIQHT, 1871. 

H. L. HASTINGS, 

BOSTOir, MASS. 



PBEFACI. 



Ko Bpeeies of litentazB is mare UiUittwilng €ktm €kB 
gems which glisten here and tfaeie sudd the '* vood, htj, 
ble,** which crowds the calbtmna of the ifli^ii'w psmtm^ How 
often do we wish to retain acMna precioaa Uni^tmmi wkieh w have 
read, bnt we hesitate to despcnl the sheet of its tieaaon 
we are aware it is soiled, torn, and lost bejond reeoTCfj. 

In condoetxng a monthly papei^ from which an fietiGn, eo-..^.^^.^., 
sectarianism, politics, pniEs, pills, and patent wnnHfinfm are zigor- 
onsly exclnded, mnch matter has been prepaied for its eoioBtts 
which has been thoog^ worthy of pimei i a tion, Aeemding^, in 
compliance with the reqoests of many readen, we hs^e ff i Mhertd up 
the fragments, that nothing nu^ belost^ and hs^eeaibodied them in 
a series of volnmes nnder the tiUee of ^'Ameedotos for Family 
Beading;*' ''The Family Girde;" '*Tha Guiding Haad, or As- 
thentio Beoords of Proyidential Direction ; * to be fbOoved, if the 
Lord will, by " Fireside BeedingiB ; " **lfiserflairii» 
or Becords of PreyaOing Prayer;" and other 
style and character. 

To the numerous readers of The GbBmxAS, flMse books will 
need no introdnctaon. To the rdigioos poMie tiiey axe eo mwit t f w f 
in the hope that they may miniat^^ to that Godlfnw which halh 
the promise of the life that now is, and of that which is to 

H. Ll Haexisas. 

Boston, Vaa^, Angiist, 1871. 
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PBEFACE. 



Ko flpades of Hteratnre is more interestmg than the scattered 
gems whioh glisten here and there amid the '* wood, hay, and stub- 
ble," which crowds the columns of the religious press. How 
often do we wish to retain some precious fragment which we have 
read, but we hesitate to despoil the sheet of its treasures, and ere 
we are aware it is soiled, torn, and lost beyond recovery. 

In conducting a monthly paper* from which all fiction, controversy, 
sectarianism, politics, pufGs, pills, and patent medicines are rigor- 
ously excluded, much matter has been prepared for its columns 
which has been thought worthy of preservation. Accordingly, in 
compliance with the requests of many readers, we have gathered up 
the fragments, that nothing may be lost, and have embodied them in 
a series of volumes under the titles of ''Anecdotes for Family 
Beading;*' "The Family Circle;" "The Guiding Hand, or Au- 
thentic Records of Providential Direction ; " to be followed, if the 
Lord will, by " Fireside Beadings ; " « Miseellanies ; " " Ebenezers, 
or Becords of Prevailing Prayer;" and other volumes similar in 
Istyle and character. 

To the numerous readers of Thb Ghbistian, these books will 
need no introduction. To the religious public they are committed 
in the hope that they may minister to that Godliness which hath 
the promise of the life that now is, and of that which is to come. 

H. L. Hastinos. 
Boston, Mass., August, 1871. 

*Thv Chbistiait, a sixteen-page monthly paper, publiahed at Thb Scrip- 
cvBAii Tract Bxpobitobt, 47 Cornhill, Boston, Mass. Terms, fl.00 a year. 
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The Edinburgh Fortune-Telleb. 

"You are one o' the impudentest fellows ever I 
met with," said an old woman to Mr. Paterson, the 
missionary of Killarney, one Monday morning, ab- 
ruptly seizing him by the arm, as he was going down 
the Canongate. 

'* In what respect ?" 

" In what respect I Such a night as you passed last 
night I You made me out to be the greatest sinner in 
the Canongate." 

" My friend, I don't know you ; I don't remember of 
ever seeing you before." 

" Never saw me before! Last night you never kept 
your eye off me a moment. I would have thought 
nothing o't, had you come and told me by myseT; 
but to do it before a' yon folk — * twas too bad.' 

"Where is your house?" said the missionary, "and 
I'll go and see you ;" for by this time a crowd had 
gathered on the pavement. 

" Come awa/ then," was her immediate reply. And 

9 
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taking him up to the top flat of a neighboring "land," 
she ushered him into a dirty hovel full of smoke. 

" This," said she, the moment they entered, to her 
husband, who was sitting by the fire, '*this is the man 
that gave me such a redding-up last night." 

"But is what I said true?'' asked Mr. Paterson, 
mildly, after they sat down upon two rickety stools, 
which, with that on which the husband was sitting, 
composed the chief articles of furniture in the apart- 
ment. 

*'True ! It was a' true; and if you hadn't been going 

about among the neighbors, you never could have 

known what you said." 

*'Well what was it I said that's given you so much 
offence?" 

**SaidI I'm sure all you said was meant for me." 

*'How do you think that? I never named you I As 
I said before, I didn't so much as know you." 

"What! you never took your eyes off me all the 
time you were speaking; so you just meant m«." 

** But tell me, what struck you most? " 

*' You said that I was a liar, and that I would be 
cast into hell." 

"Well, then, are you a liar?" 

"Yes, I am." 

"What kind of life have you been living?" 

"Oh!" she said, with atone of deepened feeling, 
"I've been living a bad, bad life ; I've for many years 
been a fortune-teller^ and I may say I've made my 
bread by telling fortunes, and that's just telling lies 
you know." 

"Well, then, you needn't be saying that I said so; 
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but, let me tell you, it wasn't my words that I spoke 
to you; it was God's words; and He knows your 
every thought and word you speak.** He then read 
to her Eev. xxi. 8 — ** But the fearful, and unbelieving, 
and the abominable, and murderers, and whoremon- 
gers, and sorcerers, and idolaters, and all liars, shall 
have their pan in the lake which bumeth with fire 
and brimstone, which is the second death." *' If vou 
continue in that sin," said he, " believe me, you shall 
never enter heaven." He next read Eev. xxiL 11 — 
''He that is unjust, let him be unjust still; and he 
that is filthy, let him be filthy stiU. .... And behold 
I come quickly, and my reward is with me, to give to 
every man according as his work shall be. For with- 
out are dogs, and sorcerers, and whoremongers, and 
murderers, and idolaters, and whosoever loveth and 
maketh a lie." "Now. it is the Lord Jesus," he 
added, " who says all this, and not L" 

" I see you are right," replied the woman, in a tone 
more and more subdued ; " I am no less a sinner than 
you said I was ; but what is to become of me ?" 

'* There's nothing for you but to go to Jesus.'' 

" But will He take such a wretch &s met Oh ! I am 
a great sinner ; and oh, Jamie," she added, turning to 
her husband, in evident concern, ^^ you're no better 
than me ; 1 doubt we'll both be cast down into hell ! " 

"It really doesn't look well," said the husband, 
shaking his head significantly, as if himself beginning 
to be alarmed also. 

" But, Sir, do you think," asked the woman, ''that 
Jesus would take such sinners ?" 

" Tes," said the missionary, opening his Bible ; ^ it 
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is wHtten in this book, 'Whosoever confesseth and 
forsaketh his sin shall &nd. mercy.' Have you a Bible 
in the house ?" 

*'0b, no, we have none." \ 

*^ Do you ever go to church? " 

*'Never ; I haven't had my foot within a church door 
for sixteen years, till last night that I heard you ; but 
I'll come and hear you again. Have you any other 
meetings?" 

He told her that he had four meetings during the 
week, and also where she might find them each 
evening. 

From that day the woman gave up fortune-telling. 
Along with her husband she attended every meeting. 
They got a Bible ; and read it and prayed over it. A 
great change came over their whole life. 

The husband lived for many years, giving marked 
evidence of his interest in Christ. " Oh I had you not 
come to my house that day with my wife," he used 
often to say to the missionary, *' and had she not gone 
to that meeting, where she thought you exposed her 
so much, I'm sure we should both have gone down 
to hell! For, oh, we had lived a sad life of sin, but 
since that, we have had great peace and comfort, even 
when we had little to eat, for that little had God's 
blessing with it." He died in the faith of the Lord 
Jesus. The woman died on the 23d of September, 
1847, a manifest trophy of sovereign grace." 

Sovereign grace hath power alone 
To subdue the heart of stone ; 
And the moment grace is felt, 
Then the hardest heart will melt* 



THE FAMILY CIBCLS. 18 

K Talking to Jesus. 

^'Some years ago," says a writer, ''while spesniSng 
a sununer in Maryland, I used often to visit the pris- 
oners in the conntyjail. One afternoon the jailer a 
wife said to me, 'A slave was bronght here yesterday 
by her master, as a punishment ft>r running away. 
He ordered her into close confinement, and to see no 
one ; but I will let you in for a little while if you'll 
go.' I entered her cell, and sitting down by her side, 
began a conversation. 

I learned that she had been a field hand, and was 
very ignorant. Her mind seemed almost a blank. 
After a while I asked, — 

* Did you ever go to meeting ? ' 

* Never but once,' she replied. *I walked five 
miles to go.' 

*Do you ever hear the Bible read where yon live? ' 

*No.' 

*Do you ever pray ? ' 

•No.' 

*Do you know what prayer means? * 

*No ; never heard tell of it before.' 

I began to explain it to her by saying that prayer 
was just talking to God; speaking to the Lord Jesus. 
Her dark face lighted in a moment; the stupid look 
left it, and she exclaimed eagerly, — 

* Talking to Jesus I I knows what dat means. 
When I'se here all alone I just tells the Lord Jesus 
all my troubles, and de darkness goes away. I don't 
feel lonely no more.' 

•And do you love to talk to him 7 ' 

•Deed I do; it's all de comfort I has. Teaia 
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he's standin' close by, and hears ebery word I say.'" 
Eeader, do you talk to Jesus ? Many a man can 
tell you all about the forms of prayer, but knows 
nothing of communion with God. Let us learn how 
to talk to Jesus, and Jesus will surely talk to us. 



\ "It is Tooken Away.'* 

There are things which are kept from the wise and 
prudent and revealed unto babes. Many a man in 
his pride and self-conceit has stumbled at the stumb- 
ling-stones which God has laid in Zion, while many a 
little child, taught in grace, though ignorant of gram- 
mar, has builded on that rock, as on a sure foundation, 
a chief corner stone, chosen of God, and precious. 

Mr. Newcomb in his '*Kind Words for Children," 
says, " I remember talking with a very little girl, to 
whom I put the question, *Are you a sinner?' to 
which she promptly replied, — 

' No Sir.' 

*But,' said I * have you never done any thing that 
was wroQg ?' 

* Oh, yes,' she replied ; * a great many times.' 

* How, then,' I asked, * can you say that you are 
not a sinner?' 

* It is tooken away^^ she replied. 

* Who has taken it away ? ' I inquired again. 
She replied, * I have trusted in Christ.' 

This was from a very little girl, not five years 
old. Yet, in all the conversation I bave had with 
grown people, I never heard a more intelligent, prac- 
tical idea of faith in Christ." 

How blessed the assurance of those who have 
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" trusted in Christ." Guilt is gone, and though sin 
lay like a mountain of iron on the heavy heart, it is 
now all forgiven. 

\ A Dear Button. 

"I was well acquainted," says a reformed gambler, 
"with the circumstance of a young man starting to 
go to the hot springs of Arkansas. He was a man 
who had acquired by honesty and industry about 
nine hundred dollars. He had been in bad health 
for some time, and concluded to visit the springs to 
recruit health. On his arrival at the mouth of 
White Eiver, he was detained for a boat, and while 
there he was induced to play cards. I am unable to 
say at this time what was the game that he played, 
but he won some forty or fifty dollars and the game 
broke up. 

After the game was broken up, one of the gamblers 
pulled out a button and bantered the young man to 
win it at " faro," and he pulled out a quarter and bet 
against the button, and the banker won. He tried 
again and again, until he lost some three or four dol- 
lars, to win the button, and then went to bed. The 
banker had now several persons betting small bets 
on the game, and had won some eight or ten dollars, 
and there was quite a noise and bustle going on. 
The young man who had quit and gone to bed, got 
up, and felt a strong propensity to win all. He be- 
gan betting on the game again, and in a short time 
lost the whole of his nine hundred dollars trying to 
win a button ; for that was all he could have won, as 
the man had no money at first but what he had won 
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should not be discovered. While thus engaged, he 
put his hand in his pocket, and felt a purse which was 
filled with gold. He concluded to go and find some 
poor family, and give it to them, as it would do no 
one any good if he cast himself into the river with the 
money. 

He soon found a dwelling that bespoke poverty 
within; he entered it, and there he beheld the mother 
of the family, stretched on a bed of sickness, and some 
six children in rags, crying for bread. He gave them 
his purse of gold, and immediately their tears of sor- 
row were transformed into tears of joy; and their 
gratitude was so ardent and simple to their benefactor, 
as to fill his heart with joy and peace, and he exclaim- 
ed, — "I did not before know that there was so much 
happiness in doing good! I abandon the idea of kill- 
ing myself, and will devote the remnant of my life to 
doing good." He did so, and was much distinguished 
for his deeds of benevolence. 

A Great Mistake. 

"It is a great thing to make a mistake in life," 
said a noble-looking man one day; and to me, his words 
were full of meaning. When I was a little child, 
that man was in the prime of life, and an earnest, ac- 
tive, eloquent Christian. His exhortations and pray- 
ers were full of spirit, and his singing was enough to 
wake sweet echoes in the hearts of all who heard. 
How many times have the sick and suffering been 
comforted by his earnest prayers, and cheered by his 
songs of praise. The church with which he was con- 
nected felt that he was " a chosen vessel," called by 
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God to preach the Gospel to a sinful, dying world. 
He felt the call himself; but how could he resign a 
profession for which he had studied hard, and in 
which he was just fairly settled ? He had an amiable, 
worthy, and much loyed wife, and a lovely babe; 
how could he deprive them of the comforts of a quiet, 
steady home, and compel them to share with him the 
trials, labors, and deprivations of an itinerant life ? 

He shunned the cross. The sweet babe, the delight 
of its parents, sickened and died. My mother, who 
was a zealous Christian, talked to him about his duty. 
She told him she was afraid he would see greater 
trouble if he still refused to obey. In a little while 
the wife of his bosom was stricken down and laid in 
the cold grave, and he was left alone. In time he 
married again, and soon after, for some reason removed 
from his native town, and I heard no more of him 
for many years. But I never forgot the good doctor, 
the beautiful singer, the earnest Christian. 

A few months ago I met him once more at the 
house of a friend. We had been listening to a sol- 
emn, earnest discourse from a preacher of " this Gos- 
pel of the Kingdom," concerning the signs of the 

times, the state of the nations, and the tokens of 
approaching redemption. While speaking of the ser- 
mon and comparing its statements with the condition 
of the world around us, he said, — 

"It looks as though it might be true. I'm sure," he 
continued, " I'm willing that it should be so." 

Before we parted I said to him, " You ought to 
have been a preacher." Seriously and sadly he re- 
plied, " I do not deny it." *' Well, you refused to 
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obey, and have suffered, I suppose a good deal." 
" Yes, I have." He stood silent a few moments, and 
then with a look I shall long remember, said, ^^It is a 
great thing to make a mistake in lifeP ' 

How those words thrilled through me — deep in my 
heart I felt their import, and from my soul I pitied him. 

In his countenance I read his life, and knew that 
he had suffered misfortune, disappointment and re- 
morse. I left him; but for days and weeks, his words 
rang in my ears and in my heart, and I prayed that 
he might yet preach the Gospel to sinful, dying men. 

It is a great and a sad thing to make a mistake that 
will affect and blast a whole life. We have but one 
life to live, in this probationary state ; and if we start 
wrong at the commencement of the journey, or take a 
wrong step in life's morning, it is hard to get righted, 
for we can not retrace our course. And yet how many 
mistakes are made, and how much anguish is endured 
in consequence. All around there are hearts aching, 
tears falling, and talents wasting, because people have 
made life-long mistakes. 

Thousands have never accomplished much in life, 
because they have made a mistake in choosing their 
occupation. The lives of thousands more have been 
wrecked and ruined because they made a mistake in 
choosing companions. And sadder still, thousands 
who might have been burning and shining lights — who 
might have accomplished much in the war against sin 
and Satan ; have all their lives suffered spiritual death, 
barrenness, and darkness, and have borne no fruit, be- 
cause they made a mistake in duty, or neglected to 
obey the calls of God and humanity. 
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0, young man ! If you hear the voice of God call- 
ing you to duty, obey ; for obedience is better than 
sacrifice. If He says to you, " Go, preach my Gos- 
pel; " do not stop to confer with flesh and blood, or 
listen to worldly wisdom. Do not stop to argue with 
the Lord about your gifts and abilities as Moses did, 
lest, like him, you lose half the honor which he 
would confer upon you, and be tried and troubled as 
Moses was. Oh, do not refuse to obey, but take hold 
of his strong arm, and go forward just as fast and as 
far as he will go with you. If you refuse, the time 
of mourning will come, when you will look back and 
say, "I made a great mistake." 

Young woman, has God called you to his service ? 
Has he a work for you to do ? Obey. You may be 
weak, but Christ is strong. Though the tongue of 
slander may be busy, and reproach may be heaped 
upon your name, listen only to the voice of the Mas- 
ter. Do what He bids you, whether the work is great 
or small, high or low. Work on ; trusting in Him 
who has said, " Lo, I am with you always." Seek 
out the suffering, comfort those that mourn, lift up 
the bowed down, save the perishing ; speak words of 
kindness to the unfortunate, and with bands of tender 
sympathy, bind up the broken hearts. Carry mes- 
sages of love, light, life, and salvation into the dark 
corners of this old groaning earth ; sow the precious 
seed beside all waters; and in the gathering day, 
when angels shout the harvest home, you will return 
rejoicing, bringing your sheaves. Then you will not 
repent a life of sacrifice and humble service here, for 
the great Lord of the harvest will bid you welcome 
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home, and give you "glory, honor, immortality, eter- 
nal life ; " and make you rejoice to all eternity, that 
your life here has not been " all a mistahe^^ 

/ The Darkened Nursery. 

There 's room enough in the nursery now, 

'Twas crowded a little before, — 
For when the crib in the corner sat, 

The rockers came close to the door; 
But the light was sweet, and the air was soft. 

And the room was filled with cheer. 
For we all were chained to the chosen spot 

By the voice of the baby dear. 

Where is the sunshine — where is the noise? 

Where are the playthings gone ? 
What shall I do with my empty arms 

Sitting alone, alone ! 
What shall I do with the empty crib? 

Where shall I set his chair? 
Mnst the darliug little one's clothes come down I 

Oh, let me leave them there ! 

Nay, fold them up softly and put them by. 

Life is holier through this pain, 
Lay up the carriage— check the deep sigh, 

Take up life's duties again : 
Turn the face fully toward Heaven and God; 

His sweet peace shall keep thee still : 
Bow low before him, kissing His rod, 

And murmur, love,— "Just as God will." 



The Devil's Beans. 

The Eev. Rowland Hill began his sermon one morn- 
ing by saying: **My friends, the other day I was 
going down the street, and I saw a drove of pigs 
following a man. This excited my curiosity so that 
I determined to follow. I did so, and to my great 
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surprise I saw them follow him to the slaughter- 
house. I was very anxious to know how this was 
brought about, and I said to the man, * My friend, 
how did you manage to induce these pigs to follow 
you here ? ' 

" *0 ! did you not see ? ' said the man ; " I had a 
basket of beans under my arm, and I dropped a few 
as I came along, and so they followed me." 

" Yes," said the preacher, "and I thought, so it is, 
the devil has a basket of beans under his arm, and 
he drops them as he goes along, and what multitudes 
he induces .to follow him to an everlasting slaughter- 
house ! Yes, friends, and all your broad and crowded 
thoroughfares are strewn with the beans of the 
devil." 



Afraid to Trust. 

" Perhaps some one may see this, who wishes to be 
a Christian. 1 have been just in the spot you are in ; 
I thought I was ready to do any thing. Some of my 
friends would say, ' You must come out, and be deci- 
ded to be a Christian.' I would say, * If I only knew 
I should hold out.' 

'' One day I stood by the sick-bed of a dying wo- 
man. She seemed like an angel. She urged me as 
I had been urged before. I replied that I would 
come out and be on the Lord's side, if I only knew 
1 should live a consistent Christian life ; but I was 
afraid I should fall back. 

" ' Oh,' " said she, " * you are afraid to trust the 
Lord, are you V 

" These words went to my heart and opened my 
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eyes to my real difficulty. I was endeavoring to ac- 
complisli my salvation alone. I had not counted 
upon help from Jesus. I cast at once all my burden 
on him. I trusted at once and for ever in him to 
keep me through faith unto salvation. 

" Now do as I did. Eoll all the care of the salva- 
tion of your soul over on Him who is able to save to 
the uttermost." 



'^The Lady's Handkerchief. 

The power for good that may be wielded by a faith- 
ful woman, standing steadfastly for the right, is not 
often more clearly shown than in the following touch- 
ing incident : — 

The distinguished William Wirt, within six or 
eight months after his first marriage, became addict- 
ed to intemperance, the eflfect of which operated 
strongly on the mind and health of his wife, and in 
a few months more she was numbered with the dead. 
Her death led him to leave the county where he re- 
sided, and he moved to Richmond, where he soon 
rose to distinction. But his habits hung about him, 
and occasionally he was found with jolly and frol- 
icsome spirits, in bacchanalian revelry. His true 
friends expostulated with him, to convince him of 
the injury he was doing himself. But he still per- 
sisted. His practice began to fall off, and many 
looked on him as on the sure road to ruin. He was 
advised to get married, with a view of correcting his 
habits. This he consented to do, if the right person 
offered. He accordingly paid his addresses to a Miss 
Gamble. After some months' attention, he asked l^e? 
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hand in marriage ; she replied, — " Mr. Wirt, I have 
been well aware of your intention for some time back, 
and should have given you to understand that your 
visits and attentions were not acceptable, had I not 
reciprocated the affection which you evinced for me. 
But I cannot yield my assent until you make me a 
pledge never to taste, touch, or handle any intoxi- 
eating drink." 

This commendable reply was to Mr. Wirt as unex- 
pected as it was novel. His answer was, that he re- 
garded the proposition as a bar to all farther consider- 
ation of the subject, and left her. Her course to him 
was the same as ever — his, resentment and neglect. 
In the course of a few weeks he went again, and again 
solicited her hand. But her reply was, her mind was 
made up. He became indignant, and regarded the 
terms she proposed as insulting to his honor, and 
vowed it should be the last meeting they should ever 
have. He began drinking worse and worse, and 
seemed determined to run headlong to ruin, and bade 
fair to furnish the world with another example of the 
hideous desolation wrought upon a man of genius by 
the baleful power of intoxicating drinks. 

One day, as he was pursuing this suicidal course, 
he became intoxicated, and, while lying in the out- 
skirts of the city, near a little miserable grog-shop, 
dead drunk, a young lady, who was passing that way 
to her home, not far off, beheld the proud and brill- 
iant lawyer lying helpless and senseless on the ground, 
with his upturned face exposed to the rays of the 
scorching sun. Moved with pity at the melancholy 
sight sh^ took her pocket handkerchief and spread 
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it carefully over his face, and went her way with 
emotions which may be imagined but not described. 

After remaining in that state for some hours, he 
was awakened from his drunken slumber, and his 
thirst being so great, he went into the little gro- 
cery or grog-shop to get a drink, when he discovered 
the handkerchief, and saw on it, to his amazement, 
the name of that young woman who had sought to 
win him from his evil course, and from whom he had 
parted in anger, rather than relinquish the fatal cup. 
After pausing a few minutes, he exclaimed — "Great 
God ! who left this with me ? Who placed this on my 
fac3? " No one knew. He dropped the glass, exclaim- 
ing, "Enough! Enough I" He retired instantly from 
the store, forgetting his thirst, but not the debauch, 
the handkerchief, or the lady, and vowing, if God 
gave him strength, never to touch, taste, or handle 
intoxicating drinks. 

To meet Miss Gamble again was the hardest effort 
of his life. If he saw her in her carriage, or on foot, 
he would dodge round the nearest corner to avoid 
the glance of one whose presence so reminded him 
of his desrradation and his shame. But there was 
no scorn for him in this noble woman's loving heart. 
She watched his course, sympathized with him in his 
struggle with his foe, and at last addressed him in a 
courteous note an invitation to come to her house- 
When he finally gathered courage enough to accept 
it, he told her if she still bore affection for him, he 
would agree to her own terms. Her reply was: "My 
conditions now are what they e\rer have been." 
" Then," said the disenthralled Wirt, "I accept them." 
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- They were soon married ; and from that day he 
kept his word, and his aflfairs brightened, while hon- 
ors and glory gathered upon his brow. His name 
has been enrolled high in the temple of fame, while 
his deeds, his patriotism and renown, live after him 
with imperishable lustre. 

Alas, how many a young woman, yielding to the 
solicitations of some dissipated suitor, has waived 
her convictions, and given her hand to a drunkard 
and her heart to sorrow and despair, in the vain hope 
that afUr they were married she could persuade him 
to reform. How much better it is to do right to-day; 
and how many noble minds might the young ladies 
save, if they would follow the example of the noble- 
hearted Miss Gamble, the friend of humanity and her 
country, and the relative of La Fayette. . 



y\ Shall Rum Rule.^ 

Col. B. was a man of amiable manners and well- 
informed mind. Being much employed in public busi- 
ness which called him from place to place, ardent 
spirit was often set before him with an invitation to 
drink. At first he took a social glass for civility's 
sake. But at length a habit was formed, and appe- 
tite began to crave its customary indulgence. He 
drank more largely, and once or twice was quite 
overcome. His friends were alarmed. He was on 
the brink of a precipice from which many had fallen 
to the lowest pitch of wretchedness. In his sober 
hours he saw the danger he was in. Said he to him- 
self one day when alone, *' Shall Colonel B. rule, or 
sliall rum rule? If colonel B. rule, he and his family 
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may be respectable and happy ; but if rum rule, Col- 
onel B. is ruined, his property wasted, and his family 
made wretched I" At length, said he, I set down my 
foot, and said, ** Colonel B. shall rule and rum obey." 
And from that day Colonel B. did rule. He imme- 
diately broke off from his intemperate habits, and 
lived to a good old age, virtuous, respected, and 
happy. 

Eum is a fearful ruler : thousands of the strons: 
and the noble have been crushed beneath his sway ; 
and to-day he spreads out his giant arms to grasp and 
crush ten thousands of unwary victims. Shall rum 
rule ? It rules in camps and courts, in palaces and 
hovels. Shall it rule in your dwelling? Shall it 
rule your children ? Shall rum rule you ? 



^ A Timely Word. 

In a meeting held in the Meionian in Boston, Jan- 
nuary 5th, 1869, the subject of personal effort and per- 
sonal influence was introducecl, and after others had 
alluded to its importance, an intelligent man arose 
and briefly said : — 

** Ten years ago a deacon of the church came to 
me and taking me by the hand, and putting his hand 
on my shoulder, and calling me by name, said, * Is n't 
it time for you to find your Savior? ' I turned to him 
and said, * Deacon, you mind your business, and I 
will mind mine.' He left me, but those words, * Isn't 
it time for you to find your Savior,' followed me, 
and I could not escape from them until I found my 
Savior, and was forgiven." 
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We can hardly imagine a more ungracious retort 
than this good deacon received, when he sought to 
win a soul to God ; but his labor was not in vain. 
The arrow reached the sinner's heart, and no hand 
bat the hand of Jesus could pluck it out and heal the 
wound. Let Christians take courage in view of facts 
like this, and do their work with dauntless zealj 
knowing that God will give the blessing and the in- 
crease in his own good time. 



\ Striking IIis Mother. 

I was preaching the Gospel once in C, — a town in 
northern Vermont, and I had occasion to call at the 
store of a friend whose clerk was quite ardent in the 
advocacy of the doctrine that all men would be saved. 
Like many controversialists he was glib-tongued and 
as "well posted" as is common, and he was quite 
zealous and positive. Somehow we fell into a little 
conversation which speedily ran as nearly as I can 
remember in this direction : 

*' You believe, do you, that God will save you any 
way, no matter what you do ? '* 

"Yes.'V 

"Well, then, of all persons in the world you ought 
to be a good man. If your salvation is certain, and 
God is so good to you as that, I think you ought to 

serve him faithfully !''' 

He seemed to assent to this, and I continued, — 

" Do you pray ? " 

" No." 

"What! expect to be saved and do not pray to 
Godl Well, that is strange, indeed. Do you ever 
swear f ^ 
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He colored and hesitated, and finally admitted tliat 
he did use profane language in his conversation 
sometimes. 

'' Well," said I, " I think that is mean. Ton be- 
lieve God will save you any way, and instead of 
thanking him, and praising him, and honoring him 
for such wonderful mercy, you take advantage of his 
kindness to insult him and trample on his laws. A 
man that would do this would strike his mother if she 
was old and could not punish him, or kind and would 
not do it. I am ashamed of you, to act so mean." 

We did not have a very long talk on universal 
salvation, but I hope the man was profited. Certain- 
ly the man who makes God's mercy an excuse for sin, 
and takes advantage of God's kindness to insult him 
to his face, is not only wicked, but mean, even if his 
doctrine should prove to be true. But if it should 
prove false, what then ? What then ? 



The Gift of Continuance. ^ 

It was said of one man whose protracted remarks 
in social meetings probably resembled a mathemati- 
cal line, — having " length without breadth or thick- 
ness," that **he had the gift of continuance, and that 
was about the only gift he did have." 

This can hardly be regarded as one of the " best 
gifts;" it is a sign of mental infirmity as well as of 
spiritual emptiness, when a man's twaddling tongue 
gets going and never knows when to stop, but pours 
out a wishy-washy, everlasting flood, — a stream of 
empty words which meanders away no one knows 
where. 
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Many people come to prayer-meeting entirely un- 
fit for any earnest, decisivj action. They are like an 
old, wet, rusty gun. It takes longer to clean it and 
dry it, than it would to fire a good one a dozen times ; 
and when you do try to get it off, quite likely the 
damp powder will ^22;.^ and never explode, or else it 
will kick and do more damage to friends in the rear, 
than it does to the foes in front. 

A good soldier will load, aim, fire, and hit the mark, 
long before one of these rusty old blunderbusses can 
be made ready to deliver its scattering shots. 

" Short and to the point," is a good motto in prayer- 
meeting. Leave off prefaces and conclusions, — say 
your word and get through; tell your story and stop, 
fire and fall back, and give others a chance. 

Five minutes is long enough for most talkers; three 
is often better, and in the last half-hour of a social 
meeting, when hearts are throbbing and burning with 
zeal and love, one or two minutes is quite as much 
as a live Christian will usually want to occupy. 

And just then, when prodigals are returning, 
publicans confessing, children crying Hosanna, and 
angels rejoicing over sinners coming home, if the 
Devil can get an old rusty backslider, formalist, or 
controversialist, to crowd in a long harangue of five 
or ten minutes about what he believes or don't believe, 
or what he heard somebody say, or saw somebody do, 
till the meeting seems dead as a stone, and all go 
away disgusted, then he has gained a point, and 
almost made the meeting a failure. 

"Covet earnestly the best gifts;" but do not reckon 
'* the gift of continuance " among them. Remembert 
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there is a time to be silent. Try and find out wben 
it is. Not every thought that comes to your mind in 
meeting, is to be told of at once. Sometimes the 
Holy Spirit bids you learn; be careful how you utter 
toothers those things which the Lord designed you 
to know especially for yourself. Enquire continu- 
ally, " Lord what wilt thou have me do ?" and then 
rest in the Lord and wait patiently for his direction, 
for " the meek will he guide in judgment, and the 
meek will he teach his way." 



Don't Wait. \" 

Where is the Christian minister who has not had 
occasion to notice the profound significance of the 
words of the Lord Jesus, addressed to the Church 
at Laodicea — " / would thou wart cold or Jiot.^ Hear- 
ers of the Word, who assent to every thing, but feel 
nothing ; who applaud the preacher, but neglect the 
Savior ; and who admire sound doctrine, but practi- 
cally deny its influence, everywhere abound. They 
are cumberers, stumbling-blocks, a perpetual drag 
upon the wheels of progress, the joy of the devil, 
and the woe of the pastor ! They are regular in at- 
tendance, attentive to all that is said, believe their 
own minister one of the cleverest of men, and from 
Monday till Saturday night, act the part of selfish 
worldlings, living without grace, without Christ, and 
without hope in the world I They know not what paiu 
they cause to the man who prays for their conversion, 
and mourns over their awful insensibility as to the 
tremendous realities of judgment and eternity I The 
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man who has felt the love of Jesus filling his soul, 

and the thrill of holy joy through his whole being, and 
who has already tasted some of the drops that over- 
flow the cup of bliss which will be put into his hand 
at the marriage-supper of the Lamb, cannot but look 
with pity, mingled with awe, on such Gospel-hardened 
men. Aye, "awe;" that is the word: for is it not 
awful — a spectacle fitted to make angels wonder — to 
see intelligent and accountable human beings sitting 
from year to year, listening to the highest truths in 
the universe of God — truths, the establishment of 
which in an economy of saving grace, brought the 
Prince of Life to an ignominious death ; and truths, 
moreover, expressly intended to show them the way 
of salvation ; and yet remaining unmoved, unimpressed, 
unaroused, unsaved? If this be not awfu\ what is? 
Anything else will move them; by anything else they 
will be awakened to attention ; in anything else they 
take an interest. How to deal with such men is the 
perplexing question. You are distressed ; your heart 
is torn at the idea of their departure into eternity, 
with the rejected ministry of reconciliation ringing 
in their ears, to be exchanged for the everlasting 
knell of the second death ! With the reckless profli- 
gate, the bold infidel, the fool-hardy denier of God 
and His Christ, you can do something; of the publi- 
cans and harlots you are not quite hopeless : but 
these men who believe everything you say, and yet in 
fact believe nothing, drive you to your wits' end, 
and put your faith and patience to the severest test. 
The minister of Christ is not only warranted, but 
required to use extraordinary means with such 
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persons. '* Out of season^^^ is the law for them. Peter 
S. was one of this class of persons, intelligent, pros- 
perous in the world, and an "honest man." It was a 
calm autumnal evening. We were sitting in a well- 
furnished room, whose window opened on a scene of 
loveliness. The sun was setting in a sea of molten 
gold. To the right stood a field of sheaves ready to 
be gathered in. Before us in the distance laj a lake 
of crystal water, tranquil as the brow of a sleeping 
babe, whose soul has not been ruffled by the passions 
of sin. On the left an extensive orchard hung its 
arms earthward, bending beneath the weight of their 
delicious burden. And many little birds were cir- 
cling in the air, or passing to and fro in the exquisite 
enjoyment of life, and undisturbed by any fear of to- 
morrow. 

" Mr. S.," I said, " you have chosen a pleasant situ- 
ation for your house." 

" Yes, very good, very good indeed," said he ; but 
rather too far from business." 

" Mr. S., a singular question has occurred to me 
whilst looking out of this window, and I should like 
your opinion upon it." 

'' Certainly, Sir. What is it ? " 

" Do you think," said I — speaking in a whisper, 
and looking round the room as if afraid some one 
else would hear — **do you really think there is a 
God ? " 

I shall not attempt to describe his look. Suffice 
it that surprise, consternation, and incredulity were 
all in that look ; the latter emotion iirising from a 
doubt as to whether he had heard me aright. 
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" What did you ask, Sir ? " said he, after a momeiit's 
silence. 

" Do you really think there is a God ? " 
" Can you, Sir — no, you cannot be serious J^ 
" Deeply serious, Mr. S. On a subject of this nat- 
ure, levity or jestiiig would be irrational — I shall not 
say impious ; for if there be no God, there cannot be 
impiety in the highest sense of that term." 

Blank bewilderment now sat upon my neighbor's 
face, and he moved his hand as if he meant to ring 

the bell. 

" Stop a moment, if you please," said I solemnly, 

" and I will tell you why I ask you this question. I 
know two gentlemen, one of whom says he is not sat- 
isfied with the evidence in favor of the being of God, 
and the other not only professes to believe in a glo- 
rious Creator, but he also attends a place of Christian 
worship and teaching every Lord's day. He readily 
assents to every evangelical doctrine, considers an 
atheist a * fool' — which undoubtedly he is — and re- 
spects his minister for his fidelity in preaching the 
cardinal doctrines of atonement by the all-perfect 
sacrifice of Christ, and justyication by faith in his 
blood. The first-mentioned has no Bible in his house ; 
the second has a copy of the inconceivably valuable 
book in every room. The first is an honest trades- 
man ; so is the second. The first goes to no place of 
worship, because he says he is not sure that there is 
any Being to be worshipped; the second believes 
there is, or at least he says so ; but when he goes to 
the house of God, he does not worship God, who is a 
Spirit, ' in spirit and in truth.' The first says that 
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he is only waiting for satisfactory proof of tlie ex- 
istence of God to give Hini his heart ; for as he justly 
remarked to me the other day, * It is the clearest les- 
son of reason, that the creature should adore the 
Creator.' The second says that he is not only confi- 
dent of the being of a Creator, but that God is in 
Christ reconciling the word to Himself; yet there are 
unmistakable evidence that he has not yet given his 
heart to Him. And lastly, the first says that he has 
no proof of a future life ; he means to make the most 
of this ; and the second says there is a future life ; 
but, incredible as it may seem, if there is any diflfer- 
ence between them, he is more intensely devoted to 
this world than the other. Now, Mr. S., my question 
is — Does this gentleman really believe there is a God ? 
Judging by his life, you would say. No." 

The sun had set. His departing glories were re- 
flected on the heavens.' The earth lay in the dreamy 
repose of twilight — that blissful season when thoughts 
of home, and rest, and peaoe, and love, follow the 
roar and rattle of the restless day. It was just the 
moment for the communion of spirits — for holy 
thoughts, for happy wo^^hip. I felt that God was 
near. Mr. S. remained perfectly silent for a consid- 
erable time, looking out of the window. I saw signs 
of emotion, and silently but fervently I prayed that 
the quickening Spirit might make him a new creature 

in Christ Jesus. 

"And what" — he said, at length — "what would 

you have me to do ? " 

" Do 1 Yield yourself to Christ. Be HIS. Believe 

on him. That is all I wish you to do." 
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"Well," said he — evidently under the influence of 
feeling — " what you say is very important. I have 
never been spoken to so closely on the subject before, 
and I feel obliged to you ; but I have so much to do 
in the world; you know how I am engaged; and I 
must — must wait a little longer." 

"Oh, my friend 1 why did you let that fatal word 
^waif escape your lips ? I am confident you don't use 
it in business matters. It is blessed to wait upon the 
Lord ; but what is it to wait away from Him ? Would 
a hungry man wait when an abundant feast was placed 
before him ? or a thirsty man when a glass of pure 
water was put into his hand? Would a man shiver- 
ing with cold, wait when invited to the side of a 
brightly -burning fire? Would a drowning man ivait, 
when the friendly rope was thrown to pull him 
ashore? Would a poor man wait, when offered a 
large fortune, with immediate possession? Would a 
condemned felon wait, when a royal pardoil was put 
into his hand? He kisses the blessed document, and 
in his heart, for the first time in his life, there springs 
up a feeling of love to his sovereign I Hencefortli he 
is a loyal subject I 

And so, my friend, would it be with you, had 
you accepted the pardon of the Gospel. Wait, then, 
no more. Wait is a liar, a thief, and a murderer. 
Let none who regard happiness, honor, safety, eter- 
nity, and God, have anything to do with himl" 

As I spoke, Mr. S. grasped my hand, and asked 
me to kneel down and pray with him ; and, through 
grace, I trust my visit was not in vain. 

Reader 1 Don't wait I Now is the accepted time. 
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Submission. 

How dark is this Morld ! — that above ns, how bright 1 
Here sin spreads its shade, and there love sheds its light! 
Oh, had I the wings of a dove, I would fly 
To the region of peace where no cloud vails the sky! 

Yet here if I linger, — my stay is God's will, — 
Far away from nay bliss, to drink more of life's ill,— 
I will bear all the load througli my journey's dark lengthy 
With Christ for my light, and his aim for my streDgth. 

What is sent me I'll take, for in love 'tis all given, 
And the sorrow of earth points its finger to heaven. 
I'll repine not at all, nor to sorrows give way j 
'Tis the darkness of night makes the brightness of day. 

When the tempest raves loud, and the billows swell high, 
When night spreads its gloom, and no star lights the sky, 
Hope casts her sure anchor, and lifts her bright form 
O'er the wild rolling waves, and the darkness and storm. 

Be it mine then, my God, while thy voice bids me stay. 
In thy promise to trust, all thy will to obey ; 
To walk by thy light, to take heed lest I fall, 
To ask for thy aid, and to wail for thy call. 

When the set time is come, and my toil is all o'er. 
And life's weary wave sinks to rest on the shore. 
When death flings his dart, and the grave takes my dust, 
I shall rest with the blessed, and rise with the just. 

In the mansions of peace where the Savior has gone, 
Where the children of light their bright raiment put on. 
Where the banquet is love, and its pure cup they poor. 
And all join the blest song, I shall dwell evermore. 
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Christ and the Christian. 

Christ owns the Christian — " Ye are Christ's ; " but 
the Christian also owns Christ, — for '* all things are 
yours." The language of the Lord to the saved is/* I 
will call them my people ;" and the answer of the be- 
liever is, "ify Lord and my God." 

This ownership is mutual. If the husband can say, 
" This is my wife," the wife can also say, ** This is my 
husband." If the mother can say, '* This is my child," 
the child can also say," This is my mother." The two 
bonds are of equal force. The child is bound to the 
mother, but no more strongly than the mother is bound 
to the child. She lives for the child. He claims love 
and labor, hand and heart ; and the mother acknowl- 
edges the justness of the claim when she says, "It is 
my child." 

" See that little one on its mother's breast I It feeds 
at the fount of her life, is cradled in those arms, sleeps 
on that warm and pillowy bosom. What perfect rest I 
The chilly air from frosty skies reaches it not. It is 
disturbed by no lurking suspicion, by no agitating 
fear. Calmly and peacefully it sleeps, pleasantly and 
joyfully awakes. Then, unsurprised, it sees the same 
eyes of waiting tenderness gazing upon it, feels the 
same arms of love around it. Thus," says Dr. Bush- 
nell, **the Christian owns his Lord. 

There is nothing in or pertaining to Christ to which 
he may not look for his spiritual good. Is he hun- 
gry ? — Christ is the bread on which he may feed. Is 
he thirsty ? — He is the living Fount from which he 
may drink. Is he naked? — The Savior's beautiful 
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and perfect robe of righteousness is thrown around 
him. Is he weary and desires to rest? — ^In his ever- 
lasting arms he may find sweet repose. "When in 
danger, — Christ is his protector. Has he fears? — 
The Savior quiets them. Has he hopes? — To him 
Christ more than realizes them. Does his soul burn 
with immortal, unspeakable desires ? Christ says to 
him, Enter into my infinite exhaustless nature, which 
is full to overflowing with all desirable good, and 
there thou shalt find more than thine heart has ever 
conceived. 

"Addressing the Savior, such a one may say, " Thou 
hast died {o save me ; hast purchased me with thine in- 
finite suffering love. No motlier has by pain and 
anguish so fully paid the price by which a child is 
gained, as thou hast in thy death for me. Thine, 
wholly and eternally thine, am I. Nor is there aught, 
dear Savior, which so fills my soul with rapturous de- 
light as the faint and imperfect consciousness of this 
blessed truth, unless it be that thou art mine. As 
thou in me as thy possession, so, and for a better rea- 
son, do I rejoice in Thee as mine. If by possessing 
me, one drop is added to thy cup of joy, by possess- 
ing Thee there comes to me an ocean of blessedness. 

* Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
All in all in Thee I find.' " 



Mutual Forbearance. 

The house will be kept in a turmoil, where there is 
no toleration of each other's errors, no lenity shown 
to failings, no meek submission to injuries, no soft 
answer to turn away wrath. If you lay a single stick 
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of wood in the grate and apply fire to it, it will go out ; 
put on another, and they will burn ; and half a dozen, 
and you will have a blaze. There are other firea 
subject to the same conditions. If one member of a 
family gets into a passion, and islet alone, he will cool 
down, and possibly be ashamed and repent. But op- 
pose temper to temper ; pile on the fuel ; draw in oth- 
ers of the group, and let one harsh answer be followed 
by another, and there will soon be a blaze which will 
enwrap them all in its burning heat, and make the 
home a place more like hell than like heaven. 



Perishing in Sight of Shore. 

*' On the coast of Wales there is a lovely and placid 
bay, which runs inland for some miles between two 
rocky headlands. Standing on one of these head- 
lands, and overlooking that calm expanse, as the 
summer's wind scarce raises a ripple on its surface, 
and the murmur of the waves is scarcely audible as 
they run up the yellow sand, it is hardly possible to 
realize the awful catastrophe of which, some years 
ago, that bay was the mournful scene. But there, 
on that very shore, on those gray rocks where the 
lazy sea- weed sways with the undulating tide, a noble 
vessel, from a far-off land, freighted with treasures 
of gold and five hundred passengers, was driven, one 
memorable winter night, with all the violence of a 
wild and furious storm. There, that company of 
homeward-bound voyagers, took their last look of 
life ; and there, struggling and screaming for help 
which none could afford, they went down to the death 
of them that are slain in the midst of the seas 1 
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And what made that calamity so peculiarly heart- 
rending was the circumstance that the wreck hap- 
pened so near the land, and the passengers by that 
ill-fated vessel perished in such close proximity 
to the shore. Nearly two-thirds of those who went 
down in the Royal Charter were within thirty yards 
of land, so that their cries were heard, and their arms 
were seen stretched out for help, which none could 
give. We are stunned and startled into something 
like seriousness for a time as we read of such a ca- 
lamity happening so very near; and the mind ever 
reverts to that melancholy feature in it, that the fear- 
ful strivings for life were witnessed by those upon the 
shore, who were utterly powerless to render them 
any assistance, in their extremity of mortal peril and 
distress. 

We have somtimes fancied that a parallel might be 
drawn between a catastrophe like what we have just 
described and what is, day by day, and year by year 
happening at our own doors. Souls are perishing 
around us, living without God and without hope in 
the world, and passing away from the midst of light 
and privilege into the abyss of perdition. And what 
leads to the consideration a melancholy interest is, 
that these souls are perishing, not far away in some 
heathen land — in some hostile and inhospitable coun- 
try — but in the very centre of a Christian and en- 
lightened community — none of them so distant but 
our voices can reach them ; none of them so alien, 
but they have still much in common with ourselves; 
none so lost and dead, but that they are susceptible 
of sympathy and common kindness ; none so guilty 
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and polluted with sin, but the blood of Jesus can 
make them whiter than the snow." 

And* shall souls thus perish beneath our very gaze ? 
Must it be so ? Is there no balm in Gilead ? Is there 
no physician for the lost ? Is there no life-boat that 
can pick up the wrecked and ruined and bring them 
safe to shore? Is there no way of escape for the 
multitudes around us that hasten to their doom ? Is 
all this dread destruction needful, unavoidable, inev- 
itable, irretrievable ? 

No. There is healing for every dying soul. There 
is peace for the vilest through the blood of the cross. 
There is one of whom it is written, "As Moses lifted 
up the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the 
son of man be lifted up, that whosoever believeth 
in him should not perish but have eternal life." 
And it is for us to tell this story to the dying sons of 
men that they may hear, and look, and live. The life- 
boat of God's mercy is already launched, and it is for 
us to call to the sinking multitudes to lay hold on the 
hope set before them and secure eternal life to-day. 

And shall we neglect a duty which is so plainly 
set before us ? Shall we see men perish at our very 
doors, and refuse to point them to the source of life ? 
Shall we gaze unmoved upon the fruitless struggles 
of the sinking host, and neglect to show to them their 
only way of escape ? 

" Did Christ o'er sinners weep, 
And shall our cheeks he dry? '* 

Shall we not rather gird ourselves to the work of 
saving men, and labor while there is yet time to win 
ihe lost to Christ who came and bled and died for 
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them, and to gather those who shall shine as jewels 
in the Redeemer's royal diadem ? 

p Christ, who didst for Binners weep, 

Give us to feel thy sympathy ; 
Help us to seek thy wandering sheep, 

And win the perishing to thee. 

Oh that we might the burden feel, 
The groaning that we can not speak ; 

The kindlings of a godly zeal. 
The Tile to save, the lost to seek. 

Savior divine, to us impart 
The tender love, the tearful eye, 
The fervor of a longing heart 
That would not have the sinner die. 

Help us the precious seed to bear, 
And sow in tears while here we roam; 

Till we at last return with joy. 
And shout the eternal harvest home. 

k/ 

The Blasted Genius. ^ 

How many of the highest geniuses have passed 
away from the intellectual firmament, consumed like 
the burning stars of which astronomers tell us I And 
how ? By the baleful fires of intemperance and lust. 
Says a distinguished divine, " A story of genius in 
ruins rises on my mind. In one of the older colleges 
in Massachusetts, some twenty or twenty-five years 
since, there was seen a youth of the highest promise, 
bearing an honored name, and concentrating in his 
own intellect the moral power of two generations of 
his ancestors. He was a prodigy of learning. While 
others of his class were slowly plodding through the 
daily tasks in Xenophon, he would be reading the 
Greek tragedians con amove. He seized a language al- 
most by intuition, and his heart entered into the heart 
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of antiq^aity, as lie read the tongues of the old and 
loag buried nations. Called upon by the officers of 
the college to read dissertations in the chapel upon 
abstruse and difficult subjects, he was accustomed to 
read tbem from blank papers, pouring forth sponta- 
neous bursts of argumqnt that thrilled while they 
convinced, and charmed while they persuaded. With 
Euclid, Newton, and La Place, he seemed as familiar 
as with Homer andEschylus, and levied large tribut(3 
from the lore of every nation under heaven. His per- 
son was faultless; his hair like the raven's wing; his 
eye like the eagle's. By an anomaly in American 
colleges, he demanded and received his first and second 
degrees from his Alma Mater on the same day, and 
on the same evening he was joined in the holy bonds 
of wedlock with one of the most charming nymphs 
in the vale that embosoms the college. 

His course was still onward and upward. His pro- 
fession, the law, led him to the highest office of advo- 
cacy in the state. He was Attorney General at an acre 
when most students are admitted to the bar. Sud- 
denly, when as yet no one knew the cause, he resigned 
his high appointment, giving no reasons, lie was a 
secret drunkard! Too high was liis sense of honor, 
and the importance of his station, to intrust himself 
longer with the destinies of society. I turn with 
horror from the years of degradation that followed. 
He sunk like a mighty ship in mid ocean, not without 
many a lurch, many a sign of righting once more to 
plough the proud seas that were destined to entomb 
him forever. Long since his lovely wife had quitted 
the home which his vices had made wretched; she 
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had returned to her parents to grieve and to die. But 
though her husband bowed over her grave, and wept 
bitterly on the head of the sweet boy she left behind 
her, he was not permamently aflfected by the shock. 

The most distinguished men for talent and piety in 
the United States wept and prayed over him; and at 
times he would get the better of the demon that ruled 
him, and again put forth his gigantic powers. The 
greatest effort he put forth during this period was the 
successful advocacy of an important case before the 
Supreme Court of the United States. Marshall, the 
patriarch of American judges, gazed with wonder on 
the barrister, as burst upon burst of eloquence and 
argument followed. George N. Briggs, the member 
of Congress from Massachusetts, seeing his splendid 
portrait hanging in a conspicuous place at Washing- 
ton, inquired whose likeness it was ; and one of the 
highest authorities answered — that is the portrait of 
Talcott, the most brilliant genius, the most talented 
man in the United States. 

In his last spasm of temperance he wrote. The Trial 
and Condemnation of Alcohol: a popular tract clothed 
with the forms and phraseology of a criminal court. 
But after a fatiguing argument before a court in the 
city of New York, he was over-persuaded by an advo- 
cate to take a glass of beer ; and he complied. It 
was his last sober moment, till he was in the agony 
of death. As the fabled Phoenix is said to rise from 
the ashes of its parents, one of the most lovely, elo- 
quent advocates of temperance in the state of New 
York was the son of this ruined genius; the little 
one over whom he wept at the grave of his wife. 
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A RiPPET. 

I think it is Ilugli Miller who relates that the diary 
of an old Scotch minister named M — ,had in it, at a 
certain date, the following entry: " Had a rippet with 
Mrs. M — ^for which 1 desire to he humbley 

'^ITiat was a good man," said a lady who heard the 
story ; and I am quite inclined to adopt her opinion. 
It is better for ministers (and other men) not to have 
rippets vfith their wives, bat if they do occur, the next 
best thing to do is to be humble for them and ask for- 
giveness at once. 

The wife must reverence the husband; but then he 
must live so that he can be reverenced. And a rippet 
is the last thing to produce reverence. A man may 
scold and fret and domineer and brow-beat, till his 
wife is crushed in spirit, and stands downcast and de- 
graded, listening to his harsh commands, but there is 
no reverence in an attitude like that ; but if he will be 
careful to do right, and quick to ask forgiveness for 
each wrong; if he will be just, and generous; noble, 
humane, and true; reverence will rise up from wo- 
man's adoring, trusting heart, as fragrance exhales 
from flowers beneath the sunshine and the dew. 

Oh, it is not a hard thing for a true woman to '*be 
in subjection to her own husband," "even as Sarah 
obeyed Abraham, calling him lord." All the instincts 
of her heart rise up in homage towards a true, and 
pure, and kind, and noble man. But man forfeits all 
this; he tramples in the dust his brightest gem, the 
crown of woman's love; and, debasing and dishonor- 
ing himself in her eyes, he wonders that she fails to 
revere him, when he can only despise himself. 
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Ah, if men were what thej should be, if they were 
upright, and tender, and calm, and full of deep affec- 
tion, we should see an end of the struggles of woman 
for her independence and for her * rights.' It is be- 
cause man is imperious, and cruel, and brutal, and de- 
based; — it is because he is intemperate, and glutton- 
ous, and selfish, and ungodly, that woman struggles to 
escape his tyranny, and aspires to some higher des- 
tiny than to be the slave of a covetous, sordid, growl- 
ing, filthy, drinking, smoking, tobacco-chewing brute, 
who blasts the beauty of her young and joyous life, 
and crushes every noble, pure, and holy aspiration in 
the miry degradation of his gross and sensual lusts. 

Behold, T show you a more excellent way, — a way 
ordained by him who said "it is not good for man to 
be alone," but who made for him a meet and proper 
help to divide with him his sorrows, and to multiply 
his joys. Listen to God's direction; for the family or- 
dered according to the word of God, shall never fail 
of blessing and of peace. 

'' Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, 
as unto the Lord. For the husband is the head of the 
wife, even as Christ is the head of the church: and he 
is the Savior of the body. Therefore as the church 
is subject unto Christ, so let the wives be to their own 
husbands in everything. Husbands, love your wives, even 
as Christ also loved the church, and gave himself for it; 
That he might sanctify and cleanse it with the washing 
of water by the word. That he might present it to 
himself a glorious church, not having spot, or wrinkle, 
or any such thing; but that it should be holy and with- 
out blemish. So ought men to love their wives as their 
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(mm bodies. He that lovett his wife loveth himself 
For no man ever yet hated his own flesh; but nour- 
isheth and cherisheth it, even as the Lord the church : 
For we are members of his body, of his flesh, and of 
his bones. For this cause shall a man leave his fa- 
ther and mother, and shall be joined unto his wife, and 
•iey two shall be one flesh. This is a great mystery : 
tyut I speak concerning Christ and the church. Never- 
theless let every one of you in particular so love his wife 
even as himself] and the wife see that she reverence her 
husband:'— Eph. v. 22-33. 

\ Two Strings to the Bow. 

"Well, Hodge," said a smart-looking Londoner 
to a plain cottager, who was on his way home from 
church, ^*so you are trudging home, after taking the 
benefit of the fine balmy breezes in the country this 
morning." 

'*Sir/' said the man, "I have not been strolling 
about this sacred morning, wasting my time in idle- 
ness and neglect of religion ; but I have been at the 
house of God, to worship him, and to hear his word." 

"Ah I what then, you are one of those simpleton?^ 
that, in these country places, are weak enough to 
believe the Bible ? Believe me, my man, that book 
is a pack of nonsense, and none but weak and ignor- 
ant people now think it true." 

" Well, Mr. Stranger, but do you know, weak and 
ignorant as we are, we like to have two strings to our 
bowy 

"Two strings to your bowl" What do you mean 
by that ? " 
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" Why, sir, I mean that to believe the Bible, and 
act up to it, is like having two strings to one's bow ; 
for if it is not true, I shall be the better man for living 
according to it ; and so it will be for my good in this 
life — that is one string ; and if it should be true, it 
will be better for me in the next life — that is anoth- 
er string ! and a pretty strong one it is. But, sir, if 
you do not believe the Bible, and on that account do 
not live as it requires, you have not one string to your 
bow. And oh I if its tremendous threats prove TBUE, 
oA, think I what then, sir, will become of YOU?" 



The Swallows' Nest. 

A swallow in the Spring 

Game to our granary, and 'neath the eaves 
Essayed to make a nest, and there did brin^ 

Wet earth, and straw, and leaves. 

Day after day she toiled 

With patient art ; but ere her work was crowned» 
Some sad mishap the tiny fabric spoiled, 

And dashed it to the ground. 

She found the ruin wrought ; 

But, not cast down, forth from the place 8h« flew. 
And with her mate fresh earth and grasses bronghty 

And built her nest anew. 

But scarcely had she placed 
The last soft feather on its ample floor, 

When wicked hand or chance again laid wasta^ 
And wrought the ruin o'er. 

But still her heart she kept. 

And tolled a^^ain ; and Inst night, hearing calif, 
I looked, and lo ! tlircc little swallows slept 

Within the earth-made walls. 

What truth is here, O man ! 

Hath hope been smitten in its early dawn ? 
Hith cloud o'erc^iSt thy purpose, trnst, or plaaf 

Have Faith, and struggle on. 
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Ten Minutes' Thought. \ 

A preacher once proposed to his hearers that each 
of them should take just ten minutes to think over 
the verse, "God so loved the world, that he gave his 
only begotten son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life." 

A lady who was present and who had for some time 
professed to be a Christian, resolved to take his advice. 
When a suitable opportunity occurred, she took her 
Bible, and endeavoring to lay every other theme of 
thought aside, she devoted ten minutes to this glori- 
ous passage. The eflfect was to her perfectly amazing. 

She soon, called on the preacher, and told him that 
she could not regard herself as ever having been con- 
verted at all, till she gave that ten minutes' thought 
to the glorious subject. The view of Jehovah, and 
of the great sacrifice of the Cross that filled her mind, 
was so great, that all her former experience seemed 
as worldly, when compared with that to which she 
was introduced by this simple means. 

My dear reader, have you tried the power of medi- 
tation ? Have you for ten minutes at one time, fixed 
your thoughts on such a blessed and powerful theme 
as that in the verse referred to ? If you have not 
done so in time past, might you not do so now ? 
What good reason can you give for refusing so simple 
a suggestion ? Your mind is not yet too happy. It 
is not too much at rest for eternity. It is not too close- 
ly in sympathy with the mind of God. It is not too 
heavenly and Christ-like. Will you then be persuad- 
ed to try the effect, not only of ten minutes once, but 
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of at least as much as ten minutes each day for a week, 
of exclusive meditation on that wondrous statement 
of Jesus? I leave you with this request, j:^ 

Something About "Wheels. ^ 

The Vermont Chronicle relates the following inci- 
dent about a sermon which might probably be re- 
peated with profit : " A brother in the ministry took 
occasion to preach on the passage in Luke xvi. 10 — 
*He that is unjust in the least is unjust also in much.' 
The theme was, * that men who take advantage of oth- 
ers in small things, have the very element of charac- 
ter to wrong the community and individuals in great 
things, where the prospect of escaping detection or 
censure is as little to be dreaded.' The preacher ex- 
posed the various ways by which people wrong oth- 
ers; such as borrowing; by mistakes in making 
change; by errors in accounts; by escaping taxes 
and custom-house duties; by managing to escape 
postage ; by finding articles and never seeking own- 
ers; and by injuring articles borrowed, and never 
making the fact known to the owner when returned. 

One lady the next day met her pastor, and said, *I 

have been up to Mr. , to rectify an error he made 

in giving me change a few weeks ago, for I felt bit- 
terly your reproof yesterday.' Another individual 
went to Boston to pay for an article not in her bill, 
which she noticed was not charged when she paid it. 

A man, going home from meetings said to his com- 
panion, *I do not believe there was a man in the 
meeting-house to-day, who did not feel condemned.' 

After applying the sermon to a score or more of 
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his acquaintances, he continued: * Did not the pastor 
utter something about finding di, pair of wheels?^ 

*I belie ve^ not,' neighbor A. He spoke of keeping 
little things, which had been found. 

Well, I thought he said something about finding a 
pair of wheels^ and supposed he meant me. I found 
a pair down in my lot a while ago.' 

*Do you,' said his companion, *know who they 
belong to? Mr. B. lost them a short time ago.' The 
owner was soon in the possession of his wheels." 



Hold up the Bible. 

In Scotland, during the times of bloody persecu- 
tion, when Claverhouse was marching about the 
country, driving people from their homes, burning 
their houses, and putting many godly persons to death, 
a pious father told his family that there were soldiers 
near, and they must hasten to the next village, where 
there was a strong old church the fugitives could use 
as a fort. So he told Jeanie to take the big Bible for 
her load, and that she must be verv careful not to let 
it get wet, or lose it by the way. *'For we could not 
live," said he, ^' without the good book." So she 
wrapped a gown around the Bible, and started with 
her father and mother, each of whom carried a child. 

They had to cross a brook, but they did not dare to 
go by the bridge, lest they should be captured by the 
enemy. There was a place where they thought they 
could cross on some stepping-stones, but on reaching 
the place it had become quite dark. So Jeanie's father 
waded across and carried the others, one by one, 

\mtil 3hQ was left cjuite aloue, Jeame was much 
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engaged to do, and as be was coming out of the 
church at the close of the service, he was accosted 
by a man, who, in listening to the borrowed dis- 
course,, had been thrown into a state of anxiety in 
respect to his salvation. 

Says the minister, somewhat confused by the 
strange result of his preaching — "Wait, wait; say 
nothing about it till the people have gone out." 

After the congregation had retired, the anxious 
inquirer began further to explain himself, when the 
clergyman interrupted him by saying — "But what is 
the matter with you ? I see no occasion for making 
yourself so unhappy?" 

"Matter," replied he; "why, your preaching has 
made me feel like a condemned criminal, and I fear 
there is no mercy for me." 

"Well, really," said the minister, "I am very sor- 
ry that I have wounded your feelings — I had no 
intention of doing it ; but, since you have got into 
this uncomfortable state, I advise you to go and see 
Mr. Jones I" 



The Lazy Preacher. ' 

A lazy preacher called on Dr. Adam Clarke one 
morning, and was greatly surprised to find that the 
Doctor had already written quite a number of pages 
on his Commentary. When the Doctor told him the 
number of hours he had been in his study, he answer- 
ed, that was all well enough, but as for himself he had 
not yet got grace enough to rise so early. The Doc- 
tor replied that God did not give men grace to do 
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what they could accomplish without it, and that all 
that was necessary to be out early was simply to get 
up. 

The doctor took a sensible view of the matter. A 
man should go to bed with his mind at peace; sleep 
as long as is needful, and then, — instead of turning 
over, turn out^ and go to work and accomplish some- 
thing. Men are dying in the stived-up air of close 
bed-rooms. Let them get up, and when they have got 
up be up, and about their Master's business. 



\ Satan's Responsibility. 

Some men lay altogether too many of their own 
faults to the devil. They tempt the devil by care- 
lessness, and by indulgence in little sins, and then 
they are overthrown by his wiles. He cannot con- 
quer the trusting soul ; only the unguarded and the 
presumptions fall victims to his deadly lures. 

The late Kev. John Thomas, one of the missionary 
brethren of Serampore, was one day, after address- 
ing a crowd of natives on the banks of the Gan- 
ges, accosted by a Brahmin as follows : 

"Sir, don't you say that the devil tempts man to 
sin?" 

"Yes," answered Mr. Thomas. 

Then," said the Brahmin, certainly the fault is 
the devils; the devil, therefore, and not the man, 
ought to suflfer the punishment." 

While the countenances of many of the natives 
discovered their approbation of the Brahmin's infer- 
ence, Mr. Thomas, observing a boat with several 
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men on board descending the river, with that felicity 
of instructive retort for which he was distinguished, 
replied : 

"Brahmin, do you see yonder boat?" 

"Yes." 

"Suppose I was to send some of ray friends to 
destroy every person on board, and bring me all that 
is valuable in the boat, who ought to suffer punish- 
ment, / for instructing them, or they for doing this 
wicked act ? " 

"Why," answered the Brahmin, with great emo- 
tion, " you ought all to be put to death together." 

"Aye, Brahmin," replied Mr. T., "and if you and 
the devil sin together, the devil and you will be 
punished together." 

We cannot lay all the blame of our sins upon the 
devil. He tempts; we yield. It is not wicked to be 
tempted, it is wicked to yield to temptation. If we 
invite the devil he will come. We ought to resist 
him that he may flee. 

'* Wherefore, take unto you the whole armor of God, 
that ye .may be able to withstand in the evil day." 
" Be sober, be vigilant ; because your adversary the 
devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking 
whom he may devour : whom resist stedfast in the 
faith, knowing that the same afflictions are accom- 
plished in your brethren that are in the world. But 
the God of all grace, who hath called us unto his 
eternal glory by Christ Jesus, after that ye have 
suffered a while, make you perfect, establish, 
strengthen, settle you. To him be glory and domin- 
io^ for ever ^nd ever, Amw»" 
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Ruth's Rbsolvk. 

-^ Rnth i.ri5— 17. 

Farewell ? — no I it may not be, 

My firm resolve is heard on high ; 
I will not breathe farewell to thee. 

Save only in my dying sigh. 

I know not that I now conld bear 

For ever from thy side to part, 
And live without a friend to share 

The treasured sadness of my heart* 

But where thou goest I will go ; 

With thine my earthly lot is cast ; 
In pain and pleasure, joy and woe. 

Will I attend thee to the last. 

Thy people shall my people be, 

Thy God my strength and trust divine ; 

Nothing shall sever me from thee, 
Until life's latest sun's decline. 

That hour shall find find me by thy side ; 

And where thy grave is, mine shall be ; 
Death can but for a time divide 

My firm and faithful heart from thee. 



Prayer in Court. 

Judge R relates the following incident as 

occurring in the course of his practice: 

"He was trying a petty case, in which one of the 
party was not able to pay counsel-fees, and under- 
took to plead his own cause; but he found, in the 
course of the trial, that the keen and adroit attorney 
who managed the case for the other party, was too 
much for him in legal strategy, evidently making 
the worst appear the better cause. The poor man, 
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Mr. A — , was in a state of mind bordering upon 
desperation, when the opposing counsel closed his 
plea and the case was about to be subuitted to the 
justice for decision. 

*May it please your honor,' said the man, -'may I. 
pray ? ' 

The judge was taken somewhat by surprise, and 
could only say that he saw no objection. Whereup- 
on Mr. A — went down upon his knees, and made a 
fervent prayer, in which he laid the merits of the 
case before the Lord in a very clear and methodical 
statement of all the particulars, pleading that right 
and justice might prevail. 

* O Lord I thou knowest that the lawyer has mis- 
represented the facts, and thou knowest' that it is so 
and so — , to the end of the chapter. 

Arguments which he could not present in logical 
array to the understanding of men, he had no diffi- 
culty in addressing to the Lord, being evidently bet- 
ter versed in praying than in pettifogging. 

When he arose from his knees. Esquire W , 

the opposing counsel, very much exasperated by the 
turn the case had taken, said: 

* Mr. Justice, does not the closing argument belong 
to me ? ' 

* You can close with prayer if you please,' replied 
the judge. 

Esquire W — was in the habit of praying at 
home, but not seeing the propriety of connecting his 
prayer with his practice, wisely forbore, leaving 
poor A — to win his case, as he did, by this novel 
mode of presenting it." 
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We fear that a good many lawyers who profess 
Christianity would hesitate about closing some of 
their pleas with prayer, and would hardly dare to 
tell the Lord the stories which they try to make 
judge and jury believe. And it is probable that a 
good many of their cases which are supposed to be 
decided and finally settled, are liable to come up 
again before One who shall not judge after the sight 
of the eyes, neither reprove after the hearing of the 
ears, but with righteousness shall he judge the peo- 
ple, and reprove with equity for the meek of the 
earth, and he shall smite the earth with the rod of 
his mouth, and with the breath of his lips shall he 
slay the wicked. 

The Devil's Castaways. 

Some ladies called one Saturday morning to pay a 
visit to Lady Huntingdon, and, during the visit, her 
ladyship inquired of them if they had ever heard 
Mr. Wbitefield preach. Upon being answered in the 
negative, she said, ** I wish you would hear him; he 
■is to preach to-morrow evening." They promised 
her ladyship they would certainly attend. They ful- 
filled their promise ; and when they called the next 
Monday morning on her ladyship, she anxiously in- 
quired if they had heard Mr. Whitefield on the pre- 
vious evening, and how they liked him. 

The reply was, " Oh, my lady, of all the preachers 
we ever heard, he is the most strange and unaccount- 
able 1 Among other preposterous things, would your 
ladyship believe it, he declared that Jesus Christ was 
80 willing to receive sinners, that he did not object 
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to receive even the Devil's castaways. Now, my lady, 
did you ever hear of such a thing since you were 
born ? " To which her ladyship made the following 
reply : " There is something, I acknowledge, a little 
singular in the invitation, and I do not recollect to 
have ever met with it before ; but as Mr. Whitefield 
is below in the parlor, we will have him up, and let 
him answer for himself." 

Upon his coming up into the drawing-room, Lady 
Huntingdon said, " Mr Whitefield, these ladies have 
been preferring a very heavy charge against you, 
and I thought it best that you should come up and 
defend yourself. They say, that, in your sermon last 
evening, in speaking of the willingness of Jesus 
Christ to receive sinners, you expressed yourself in 
the following terms : * That so ready was Christ to 
receive sinners who came to him, that he was willing 
to receive even the Devil's castaways.' " Mr. White- 
field immediately replied; "I certainly, my lady, 
must plead guilty to the charge; whether I did what 
was right, or otherwise, your ladyship shall judge 
from the following circumstances. Did your lady- 
ship notice, about half an hour ago, a very modest 
single rap at the door? It was given by a poor, mis- 
erable-looking, aged woman, who requested to speak 
with me. I desired her to be shown into the parlor, 
when she accosted me in the following manner: — *I 
believe, sir, you preached last evening at such a 
chapel.' *Yes, I did.' * Ah, sir, I was accidentally 
passing the door of that chapel, and hearing the voice 
of some one preaching, I did what I never had been 
in the habit of doing, — I went in ; and one of the 
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first things I heard you say was, that Jesus Christ 
was so willing to receive sinners, that he did not ob- 
ject to receive the DeviPs castaways. Do you think, 
sir, that Jesus Christ would receive me ? ' " 

Mr. Whitefield answered her there was not a doubt 
of it, if she was but willing to go to him. This was 
the case ; it ended in the conversion of the poor creat- 
ure to God. When she died, she left highly satisfac- 
tory evidence that her great and numerous sins had 
been forgiven, through the atonement of the Lord 
Jesus. 



Marriage Maxims. 

The following " marriage maxims " are worthy of 
more than a hasty reading. Gentlemen need not pass 
them by, for they are designed for wives ; and ladies 
should not despise them, for they are addressed to hiis- 
bands: The very nearest approach to domestic felic- 
ity on earth is in the mutual cultivation of an abso- 
lute unselfishness ; Never talk at one another either 
alone or in company ; Never both manifest anger at 
once; Never speak loud to one another, unless the 
house is on fire ; Never reflect on a past action, which 
was done with a good motive and the best judgment 
at the time ; Let each one strive to yield oftenest to 
the wishes of the other ; Let self-abnegation be the 
daily aim and effort of each ; Never find fault, unless 
it is perfect^y certain that a fault has been committed, 
and always speak lovingly ; Never taunt with a past 
mistake ; Neglect the whole world besides rather than 
one another ; Never allow a request to be repeated ; 
Never make a remark at the expense of the other, it 
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is a meanness ; Never part for a day without loving 
words to think of during absence ; Never meet .with- 
out a loving welcome ; Never let the sun go down 
upon any anger or grievance; Never consider any 
fault you have committed settled until you have 
frankly confessed it and asked forgiveness; Never 
forget the happy hours of early love ; Never sigh 
over what might have been, but try to make the best 
of what is; Never forget that marriage is ordained 
of God, and that his blessing alone can make it what 
it should ever be; Never be contented till you know 
you are both walking in the narrow way ; Never let 
your hopes rest this side of the eternal home. 



Book-Man Roberts. X^ 

The best way to get a thing done is to do it your- 
self, if you can. Wisdom is profitable to direct, but 
one earnest worker will often accomplish more than 
a multitude of grave and reverend counselors dare 
undertake. Like the sword on which was inscribed 
** I find a way or make one," a live man plunging 
boldly into the work of God will find around him 
openings which the keenest eyes could never have 
discerned from a distant point of view. 

Dr. S. H. Tyng at a missionary meeting held some 
years ago, said : " The best missionary he ever knew, 
was a farmer from New Haven, who went to Jerusa- 
lem a missionary on his own hook, supporting him- 
self sometimes by serving as a waiter in a hotel, and 
who was known as the * Book-man Koberts.' 

He could not speak a word of any language but 
Englisht Day after day he might be seen in old graj 
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clothes, that looked as if they came down from the 
pilgrims, and with his long, lean, dangling limbs, so 
that everybody would know him for a Yankee as far 
as they could see him, and always with a bundle of 
books under each arm — books in Turkish, Armeni- 
an, Syriac, and other languages, of which he could 
not understand a word. 

He would ask a Turk to read, and get him seated 
in some of the gardens, with an audience of ten or 
twenty about him, finding for him the latter part of 
St. John's Gospel, or the sermon on the Mount. It 
was the Bible, and the Word of God, although read 
by a Mohammedan. And he would leave that Bible 
with them, as good a preacher as himself or anybody 
else. In Eoberts' first year, he met with no small 
persecution, and at one time was without food for 
five days together. But everybody knows him now, 
and he is unmolested in his work. There is not a 
more efficient laborer anywhere." 

How simple and yet how effectual this plan of 
Christian labor. And how many others, in a land 
where they can read and speak the language of 
those around them, might learn from ** Book-man 
Roberts" a lesson of labor. 

How many want to do something — but they are 
ignorant, diffident, and "slow of speech.'' Why 
not read the Bible ? Many do nofc read it ; some 
cannot. Go, take tlie good Word of the Lord and 
read it in the ears of the sick, the well, the aged and 
the young. Surely you can ask God's blessing on 
his own Word; and He has declared that His Word 
shall not go forth in vain. 
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The Divine Mercy. ^ 

However old, plain, humble, desolate, or afflicted we 
may be, so long as our hearts preserve the feeblest 
spark of life, they preserve also, shivering near that 
pale ember, a starved, ghostly longing for apprecia- 
tion and affection. To this attenuated spectre, perhaps 
a crumb is not thrown once a year ; but when ahun- 
gered and athirst to famine — when all humanity has 
forgotten the dying tenant of a decaying house — 
Divine mercy remembers the mourner, and a shower 
of manna falls for lips that earthly nutriment is to 
pass no more. Biblical promises, heard first in health, 
but then unheeded, come whispering to the couch of 
sickness ; it is felt that a pitying God watches what 
all mankind have forsaken ; the tender compassion of 
Jesus is recalled and relied on : and the fading eye, 
gazing beyond time, sees a home, a friend, a refuge 
in eternity. 

Just Such Neighbors. < 

A man stopping at a tavern for rest and refresh- 
ment, began to talk about his journey. He had come 
from a neighboring town ; he was moving away, and 
glad enough to get away too. Such a set of neigh- 
bors as he had there, unkind, disobliging, cross, and 
contrary, it was enough to make any one want to 
leave the place, and he had started, and was going to 
settle in another region where he could find a differ- 
ent set of inhabitants. 

'* Well," said the landlord, " You will &nd just such 
neighbors where you are going." 
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The next night another man stopped at the inn. 
He too, was on a journey, was moving. On enquiry, 
it was found that he came from the same place, from 
which the former traveler had come. He said he had 
been obliged to move from where he lived, and he did 
not mind moving so much as he did leaving his neigh- 
bors; they were so kind, and considerate, and accom- 
modating, and generous, that he felt very sorrowful 
at the thoughts of leaving them and going among 
strangers, especially as he could not tell what kind of 
neighbors he should find. 

**0h, well," said the old landlord, *'yoi^ will find 
just such neighbors where you are going." 

Does it not seem possible that men mil generally 
find about such neighbors as they are looking for? 
Some people are always in trouble, others '* follow 
peace with all men." Who knows but we can have 
just about such neighbors as we wish for, simply by 
treating them as we ought to ? 



^ Maxims of Bishop Middleton. 

Persevere against discouragements. Keep your 
temper. Employ leisure in study, and always have 
some work in hand. Be punctual and methodical in 
business, and never procrastinate. Never be in a hur- 
ry. Preserve self-possession, and do not be talked 
out of conviction. Rise early, and be an economist 
of time. Maintain dignity, without the appearance of 
pride ; manner is something with everybody, and ev- 
erything with some. Be guarded in discourse, atten- 
tir^i and slow to speak. Never accjuies^ce in immoral 
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or pernicious opinions. Be not forward to assign rea- 
Bons to those who have no right to ask. Think noth- 
ing in conduct unimportant or indifferent. Bather 
Bet than follow examples. Practice strict temperance, 
and in your transactions, remember the final account. 



What Art Thou Doing? 

What art thou doing ? anything for God ? 

Is life with thee for labor or for play ? 
In God's great vineyard, or on folly's road, 

Spendst thou the fleeting hours of life's short dajf 

What art thou doing ? seeking rest and ease. 
While life's great work before thee lies undone ? 

Living thyself alone to serve and please. 
And thy appointed task not yet begun ? 

What art thou doing ? seeking treasures here. 
Where the moth eateth and the rust consume! f 

Where at each footstep death is drawing near. 
And the dark vaUey, which no day illumes f 

What art thou doing Ir seeking honor, fame f 

A bubble floating on the ebbing tide ? 
Toiling to build and leave behind a name. 

To perish with the world and all its pride f 

What art thou doing ? time is speeding on ; 

A work is thine which none but thee can do ; 
The day is passing, and will soon be gone ; 

No other cometh — only this for you. 

What art thou doing ? shadows fall around ; 

And tokens of the night are gathering fast- 
Up I lest amid the darkness thou art found ; 

Thy work unfinished, and the day all past. 

What art thou doing ? God is calling thee :— 
The harvest now is ripening everywhere ; 

Go, gather sheaves of men, and thou shaltbe 
Admitted with them iuto mansions fair. 
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The Kite-String. 

*' Pursuing my solitary walk from the prayer- meet- 
ing to my lodgings," writes a Christian teacher, " my 
musings were interrupted by the tones of a youthful, 
familiar voice, near at hand, which said : * Good even- 
ing, sir 1 ' 

I turned, and recognized a much-loved pupil, stand- 
ing looking intently upwards, as though admiring the 
wonderful display of wisdom and power presented 
in the starry fields above. 

* Good evening, John. What are you doing there ? ' 
'Flying my kite,' was the prompt reply. 'Flying 
your kitel' I repeated, at the same time straining my 
gaze in the direction toward which his attention was 
turned. *Why, I can see no kite.' 

*0h, neither can I see it,' replied John, *but it is there, 
for here is the string.' And he placed in my hand 
the end of the cord attached to the invisible aeronaut. 

Occupied by day with his tasks, the youth had 
gone forth alone at evening, to enjoy his favorite rec- 
reation. True, the light was insufficient to reveal to 
him the form of his kite, as it floated away toward 
the stars : but the string was in his hand, to him the 
sufficient 'evidence of things not seen.' He believed 
that it sailed gracefully in the evening breeze ; and 
this satisfaction was as perfect as though the stronger 
light of day revealed it to his vision." 

And is not this a lesson to us ? Is sight the only 
sense on which we can depend ? Has not the hand 
of faith the power to grasp something which sight 
cannot discern ? Was not the Apostle correct when 
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lie talked of a faith which made certain " things not 
seen " ? Does our hand grasp this string ? Do we 
hold communion with the heavenly Father? Can 
we endure " as seeing Him who is invisible ? " 

" Fai th is the Christinn's prop, 

Whereon his Borrows lean ; 
It is the substance of his hope, 

The strength of things unseen : 
It is the anchor of his soul 
When tempests rise and billows roll." 

The Prisoner's Mother. 

A few years since, in a large prison, the convicts 
were gathered for Sabbath morning service in the 
chapel, when a clergyman, who was providentially in 
the city, occupied the chaplain's place. In his appeal 
to their hearts, he mentioned the case of a wayward 
boy whose pious mother was dead, and who, after the 
successive steps of early depravity, was arrested, by 
the Spirit of God recalling the hallowed counsels and 
the prayers of the departed parent. He became a 
Christian, and entered the gospel ministry. The 
preacher added, ^^ And I am that wicked son. Oh, how 
much I owe to a mother* s prayers I " 

The religious exercises closed, and the convicts 
went to their cells. In the afternoon, the chaplain 
walked, as was his custom, along the corridors, and 
looking through the grated door of a cell, saw a pris- 
oner sobbing as if his heart were broken. Several 
minutes passed before the prisoner looked up and 
discovered the chaplain. When he was kindly asked 
what was the matter, he replied, " Oh, it was that 
story the minister told us about his mother; /had just 
such a mother, and it brought her memory back." 
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Then falling down upon liis face again, with convul- 
sive grief he said, ^^ It has almost killedme ! I had just 
such a mother /" 

There within the cold walls of a prison, unaffected 

by sermons or prayers, the outcast became as a weep- 
ing child before the imaginary presence of a pious 
mother — coming with her familiar, tearful face, and 
voice of maternal love, to his dismal abode. Moth- 
ers ! you exercise a solemn responsibility. The in- 
fluence of your example and prayers may be felt long 
after you are laid in the grave. 



x!^ Dying of Respectability. 

Dr. Scott of New York, while preaching one Sunday 
on the prophet Balaam, came to speak of earnestness, 
zeal and enthusiasm in the cause of God, and while 
referring to the objections to * excitement,' which are 
often made, he said : — 

" A man who in the midst of his family receives a 
bill larger than he expected, may walk up and down 
the room and tear his hair, and rave in his excite- 
ment, and no one blames the extravagance of his con- 
duct. Men in the stock-market may be wild with ex- 
citement as the prices are going up or down, and they 
are making or losing money, and this is only a rea- 
sonable diligence in the pursuit of business ! But the 
moment a man wakes up to the necessity of seeking 
the kingdom of God, or the church begins to be earn- 
est about the salvation of souls perishing in sin at 
her gates, we are told that this is enthusiasm, fanati- 
cism, madness I The fact is, brethren, we are dying of 
respectability 1 Afraid to be in earnest in the great 
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work of the souVs salvation, lest we be reproached 
for our zeal and earnestness, as if it were possible for 
us to be too much in earnest when the immortal in- 
terests of ourselves and our fellow-men are at stake. 
Our churches are dying of respectability." 

Oh for the voice of one crying in the wilderness to 
awake such people from their repose, and warn the 
careless multitudes to flee the wrath to come. O, 
God, send help to the workers in this evil time. 



"I Will Never Leave Thee." j 

Visiting some years ago an Asylum for the Insane,^ 
the following little incident occurred : In one of the 
public parlors used for the less dangerous class of 
patients, we found assembled some twenty or more of 
the inmates of the institution. As I entered with a 
friend and Dr. S — , the resident physician, we found 
these unfortunates variously employed in reading, 
conversing, sewing, etc.; but apart from all the oth- 
ers, standing pensively near the door, was an aged 
lady, of apparently more than three score years. 
Her countenance was calm, almost serene, and her 
manner subdued, but there were marks of sorrow and 
suffering in every line of the pale, quiet face. On 
our entrance she looked wistfully into my eyes, then 
murmured softly, "My dear daughter," but immedi- 
ately relapsed into silence, evidently unwilling to 
elicit farther attention. Dr. S — whispered me to 
speak to her, and try to lead her into conversation; 
and added that she was very fond of music, and both 
played and sung with taste. There was an open pia- 
no in the room, and running my fingers over the 
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keys, I asked her if she would sing with me. She 
shook her head mournfully, and said, with marked 
emphasis, "7 never sing except in church." "Then 
play a piece of sacred music for me," I urged ; but 
for some time she continued to refuse. Suddenly, 
however, as if struck by some hidden emotion, she 
peered wistfully into my face, as she had done when 
we first entered the room, and again murmuring, 
"My poor child," she seated herself at the instrument, 
and after playing an exquisite symphony, she broke 
forth in a clear, sweet voice, 

" How firm a foundation ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word," 

and went on singing joyously through the first three 
verses of this good old hymn. But when she reached 
the fourth stanza, 

** When through the deep waters £ call thee to go, ' 
The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow," 

the aged voice trembled, till it gradually became 
choked with deep emotion, tears coursed their way 
down the pal^ cheek, and her frame was convulsed 
with agony. But suddenly the head was uplifted, 
the pale face turned heavenward, glowing with holy 
confidence and love, and in a voice almost angelic, 
came forth the remaining lines of the stanza ; 

"For I will be witli thee, thy troubles to bless. 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress." 

There was no trace of sadness now, but strong faith 
and burning love, in every line of the pale, sorrow- 
stricken face. In the same rapturous strain she sung 
throupjh the other three verses of the dear old hvmn ; 
and then rising passed out of the room, to which no 
persuasions could induce her to return ; nor was she 
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apparently able to converse rationally on any of the 
topics introduced, save some half-uttered sentences, 
about '*deep waters," or ** fiery trials," and "an un- 
changeable friend." 

I afterward learned that the deep emotion she 
evinced toward myself, arose from a striking resem- 
blance to her only daughter, for whose conversion 
she had often appeared in yearning agony when able 
to concentrate her thoughts on any one subject. 

Was it strange that amid the wreck of mind, the 
affections should thus retain their hold; and that when 
earth had no balm to offer, OooCs promises should be 
able to lift the feeble sufferer above the contemplation 
of her own "fiery trials," and lead her, on her dreary 
pilgrimage, to rely in firm, unshaken faith, upon the 
promised aid of Him who alone is able to comfort 
and sustain? Was it not rather a faithful vindication 
of his own pledge, " I will never leave thee nor for- 
sake"? 

"Now He's Safe/' /^ 

In the Temperance Advocate for May, 1869, Rev. 
Cyrus D. Foss relates the following touching fact: — 

•* Within the past month, there has died, in his early 
prime, a minister of the Gospel, who was first the 
victim, and at last the conquerer of drink. Some 
years ago, after a severe illness, he * stimulated,* by 
medical advice. When he had fairly recovered from 
his disease, he found himself in the coils of a serpent. 
It was the old story, alas! more than 'twice told;' 
he fell, struggled to rise, stumbled, and fell again. 
Re uever resigned hin)«elf to l^i? bondage for any 
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Considerable IcAgtli of time; but shook his chains, 
and tried hard to break them. He resolved, and 
resisted, and prayed, and then in exhaustion yielded. 
At length he went, as the last resort, to an inebriate 
asylum. His high Christian character secured for 
him the respect and esteem of all the inmates and 
officers. When, after about a year, his cure was sup- 
posed to be complete, and he was about to leave, he 
was desired to remain as chaplain of the institution. 
But his heart was in the work of the regular pastoral 
ministry, and he accepted a call to a vacant pulpit. 
When he began his labors there, he made a full and 
frank statement of his infirmity to the congregation. 
He told them he felt his weakness, and realized that 
he was subject to a terrible temptation, by which he 
must fall unless he was sustained by the grace of God 
and the sympathies and prayers of good men. 

This announcement and appeal won for him the 
heart of the whole community. He became immense- 
ly popular, and labored with untiring zeal for the 
salvation of the people. God gave him great success. 
The church was revived and in numbers largely in- 
creased. The pastor's labors exceeded his strength. 
He flagged, was tempted to talie stimulants — and 
resisted. By the help of divine grace and human 
sympathy, he stood. 

That church enjoyed his services only about a 
year. He sickened and died ; but he died a hero ; 
for he conquered the foe which conquered Alexander 
the Great, and by which * many strong men have 
been slain.' 

At bis funeral his wife seemed composed, and 
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almost happy ; and after it she maintained the same 
demeanor. The officiating clergyman, wondering at 
this, and assuming that it arose from a kind of relig- 
ious ecstasy which would soon give place to a corre- 
sponding depression, inquired of her about it. ' 0^/ 
said she, ' he's safe ! You don't know anything about 
what we have passed through. For years he and I 
have been standing on the brink of a precipice, trem- 
bling with apprehension that, at any time, he might 
go over. But now he's safe,^ " 

"Safe!" indeed; but what a danger is that from 
which death is the only escape, and the grave the 
only refuge! Woe to that man, who under *' medical 
advice" or any other advice, takes into his bosom 
a slimy, gliding, writhing, biting, stinging adder, 
which winds itself around him, hisses its venom in 
his ear, and when he hurls it from him and treads it 
under foot pursues its fleeing victim to his death, 
and thrusts its forked tongue against the iron gateway 
of the sepulchre, until the loving wife exults to hear 
the clanging of death's gloomy doors, which none but 
Christ can open, and the anguish of widowhood is for- 
gotten in the thought that the loved one is safe at 

last! 

Let every young man beware of this cup, and 

avoid such "stimulaiions " as he would the plague. 

The day of judgment may present a terrible aspect to 

the pious doctors who recommend, and the religious 

publishers who advertise the " whisky bitters " and 

other poisons that bind a man in chains he cannot 

break, and dig the pit of ruin before his careless feet, 

and send him to an early grave, while friends rejoice 



THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 79" 

that " now he is safe " from a far more woeful doom, — 
safe from the thrall of appetite, passion, drunkenness 
and disgrace, safe from the horrors of a drunkard's 
downward course and the anguish of a drunkard's end. 

** Oh,- touch not the wine cup, though pleasures may swim 
In the bubbles that lloat round its roseate brim. 
For dark in the depths of the vortex below 
Are the syrens that lurk in the vortex of woe." 



He Pleads for Me. 

Should earthly friends all treacherous proTC^ 

This sweet, consoling thought is mine ;— 
A deeper, broader, lasting love. 

Dwells in the Savior's heart divine:— 
His bloody sweat, and failing power. 

Alone in dark Gethsemane, — 
The sorrows of his dying hour 

Have made me know his love for me* 

And yet not all his earthly woes, 

The pity of his heart have shown, — 
His death was not enough, he rose, 

And hasted to his Father's throne. 
With pierced hands, and feet, and side, 

All heaven astonished sees him come ; 
The ** everlasting doors fly wide,'* - 

And angels shout his welcome home. 

But all the charms of heaven are nan^hty 

Since earth is lost, and he alone 
Bears all her sin upon his heart, 

To meet with God and there atone :— 
And now, when circling light enfolds 

The Great Eternal round and round. 
His earth-born Son in mercy holds 

For each a prize His death hath found* 

•Tis pardon, and with pardon, peace; 

'Tis all we need, — if we will come ; 
Grace upon grace till life shall cease, 

And then a glorious, endless home. 
I come, Christ, with all I have, 

Or am, or ever hope to be : — 
The follies of the past forgive. 

And in my future plead for me. 
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A Plain Question. "^ 

I went to visit a lady in an anxious state of mind. 
She was a stranger to me, but attended upon my min- 
istry, and I bad been requested to call upon her. Ar- 
rived at the "house, I rang, and a lady came forward 
to meet me. I asked if she were Mrs. M. 

**No," she said. ''Mrs. M. is not in; but if you 
have any message for her, I will receive it." 

I was somewhat embarrassed, not knowing exactly 
what to say; but I answered, "I want particularly to 
see Mrs. M." 

Again she said, '* If you have any message for her, 
you can leave it with me." 

I replied, ** I have come to converse with Mrs. M. 
on the subject of religion. But perhaps after all, my 
Master has sent me to you. Will you allow me to 
ask if you have peace with God knowing that your 
sins are forgiven through the Lord Jesus Christ ? " 

The lady seemed vqtj much overcome with the in- 
quiry, and answered, **No, I have not," and sank into 
a chair. At the same time she asked me to be seated. 

'* Do you really desire to be a Christian," said I. 

" I do," she replied. 

"Are you willing to do just what God requires 
of you ? " 

*' What am I to do ? " 

*• Only believe on the Lord Jesus Christ as your 
Savior with all your heart." 

" And is that all ? " she asked. 

"Yes, that is all. Now will you believe on him?** 

'*I will try to do so." 
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*' All ! that will not do. You must not try, but you 
must believe on him. You must trust him. Now sup- 
pose I came here and told you that I would do some- 
thing for you which you were very anxious to have 
done, and suppose you should then say to me, *I will 
try to VUcvo you/ — would you think you treated 
me well? " 

" No, sir ; certainly not." 

** Then will you treat the Lord Jesus Christ as you 
would not treat me, a poor fellow-mortal ? " 

" No, I will not, that would be very sinful." 

** Indeed, it would." 

** Then how am I to believe on him ? " 

"Trust in him as your Savior, and you shall be 
saved." 

" But I am so very unworthy ! — " 

" True, — you are unworthy, — utterly unworthy of 
the least favor from God. Your whole life condemns 
you. You have not loved and honored God as he 
deserves." 

** How then can I hope to be saved ? " 

" Your hope must be in the mercy of God through 
Christ Jesus. Salvation is of pure grace. No mortal 
deserves it." 

" But God is a holy and righteous judge, and he is 
angry with sin." 

'*Yes; but he loves the sinner; and in order that 
the sinner might be saved, he has sent his only begot- 
ten Son into the world to die, *the just for the unjust,^ 
God has judged, condemned, and punished sin in the 
person of our Substitute, so that he can now, in his 
infinite goodness, freely pardon and receive us." 
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'*But how may I know that he will receive me?" 

*' Because he sends you this message which is re- 
corded in his word, that it is his will, HJiat whosoever'^ 
— whosoever of all the sinful race of men — ^helieveth 
in him^ — that is in Jesus as his Savior — ^should not 
perishj but have everlasting life^ Is not that warrant 
enough for you to hope for salvation ? Does not ^who- 
soever'^ take in your case? Can you receive that word, 
* WHOSOEVER/ and shut yourself out?" 

She was silent for a short time ; and then laying 
hold of the divine promise as she repeated the words, 
^Hhat whosoever believeth in him should not perish " her 
countenance brightened up with jo}^, and she exclaim- 
ed — "I receive God's message as a message to myself. 
I do — I will accept of Christ as my Savior. I will — 
I do trust in him." 

"And trusting in him," I added, " you never will be 
confounded. Trust in Jesus, and pardon and peace 
are y ounu" 

"Praying Twenty Years." .^ 

'* About twenty years ago," says a servant of Christ, 
"when I was coming out of the service that had been 
held at the Victoria Theatre, T saw an old man look- 
ing very unhappy. So I said, ^My friend, you are 
not happy.' *No,' he replied, *I am not.* I added, 
'You are not saved.' 'No,' said he; *I have been 
praying for it for twenty years.' * What,' said I, 
'praying for it for twenty years! Let me tell you a 
story; for you remind me of the circumstance. 

"*I saw a gentleman recently who was paralyzed 
on one side, and was wheeled about in a bath-chair. 
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As he was out one day, he saw a poor man sitting by 
the roadside afflicted in the same manner, and calling 
out, **OhI for God's sake, give me a ha'pn^yl" He 
was blind. The gentleman said, "Here, my good fel- 
low, is half-a-crown for you." But the poor man was 
deaf, and still he kept calling out for a halfpenny. 
The servant wheeled the gentleman nearer, and at 
last he made the poor man iear, and then he thank- 
fully took the half-crown. 

'•'Now, my friend, this is just what you are about. 
God is offering you salvation as a free gift through 
the blood of Jesus, and you keep asking for it." 
*Whatr said he, interrupting me, *can I have salva- 
tion without asking for it ? ' 'Of course you can,' I 
replied. *The gift of God is eternal life, through our 
Lord Jesus Christ. Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and thou shalt be saved. He that believeth on Him 
hath everlasting life.' ' O sir ! ' said he, ' I see it all now. 
I am bound for glory I' He went away rejoicing." ^ 



/^It Never Dries Up/' 

"I was once stopping,'' says a lady, "at a village 
on the Welsh coast, where the people had to bring 
all their water from a well. 

*Is this well ever dry?' I inquired of a young 
girl, who came to draw water. 

*Dry? Yes, ma'am; very often, in hot weather.' 

•And where do you go for water then?' 

*To the spring, a little way out of town.' 

* And if the spring dries up ? ' 

' W hy, then we go to the stream higher up — the best 
water of all.' 
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"But how may I know that he will receive me?" 

*' Because he sends you this message which is re- 
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on one side, and was wheeled about in a bath-chair. 
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*But if tlie stream higlicr up fails?' 

*Wliy, ma'am, that stream never dries up, never. 
1 fc is always the same, winter and summer.' 

I went to see this precious brook, which 'never 
dries up.' It was a clear, sparkling rivulet, coming 
down from the high hill — not with torrent-leap and 
roar, but with soft murmur of fullness and freedom. 
It flowed down to the highway side. It was within 
reach of every child's little pitcher. It was enough 
for every empty vessel. The small birds came down 
thither to drink. The sheep and lambs had trodden 
down a little path to its brink. The thirsty beasts of 
burden, along the dusty road, knew the way to the 
stream that 'never dries up.' 

It reminded me of the waters of life and salvation 
flowing from the *Eock of Ages,' and brought with- 
in the reach of all men the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
Every other brook may grow dry in the days of 
drought and adversity, but this heavenly spring never 
ceases to flow." 

Thirsting soul, you may come and drink. Wearied 
and fainting, lingering disappointed around the bro- 
ken cir terns of human hope and consolation, Jesus 
calls you to himself. *'If any man thirst let him come 
unto me and drink." The water from Jacob's well was 
refreshing but it was hard to obtain, but to the sinful 
woman there Christ oflcred living water. Jesus said 
unto her, ** Whosoever drinketh of this water shall 
thirst again: But whosoever drinketh of the water 
that I shall give him shall never thirst ; but the water 
that I shall give him shall be in him a well of water 
springing up into everlasting life." 
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The Interrupted Ball. 

If we could only print a prayer meeting — the ex- 
hortations, the hymns, the prayers, the sighs, the 
facts, the anecdotes, and testimonies to God's faithful- 
ness, — how good it would bo. But we cannot do it 
very well. Sometimes, however, we hear things too 
good to be lost, and among them I number the follow- 
ing account related by Brother K., in a recent gath- 
ering in **an upper room" for purposes of Christian 
worship and communion: — 

Some years ago, in the village of B. in the State 
of Maine, there resided two brothers ; one of them of 
a somewhat quiet and sedate turn of mind, the other 
buoyant, wild, and mirthful ; a leader in every scene 
of sinful pleasure, and the life of the gay circle by 
which they were surrounded. 

When the wave of excitement caused by the dis- 
covery of the gold fields of California swept over 
New England, these young men, impelled by a love 
of adventure, and allured by the hope of gain, started 
for the land of gold. They toiled there with varied 
fortune until the more quiet of the brothers, unable 
to- brave the hardships of a life among the mines, 
fell sick, and though most tenderly cared for by his 
brother, he grew worse and worse until at last he 
died. 

His brother watched over liim like a mother, to the 
end, and then with his own hands hollowed his lone- 
ly grave, and with no minister or Christian friend 
to speak words of hope and pious consolation to his 
sorrowing heart, he laid away the companion of his 
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early days and boyish years to rest in the silence of 
his lonely sepulchre. 

But there, when in the bitterness of his soul, God 
spoke to him, and he saw, as he had never seen 
before, the need of consolation such as earth cannot 
afford, and kneeling on the new-made grave of 
his beloved and departed brother, he sought the 
mercy of the Lord, and solemnly promised that his 
life should henceforth be devoted to the service of his 
God. God heard his prayer and accepted his conse- 
cration, and preserved him through all the perils of his 
sojourn, and brought him at last to his home in peace. 

The village of B. was gay as ever ; and when he ar- 
rived at home, preparations were being made for a 
social ball, and the managers of it waited upon this 
young man and welcomed him back, and desired him 
to take his accustomed place as leader in their youth- 
ful gayeties. He assented to their request ; the even- 
ing arrived ; and the hour for dancing came. Strains 
of music were wafted on the air, and as the gay rev- 
elers took their places for the dance, he led forth his 
partner on to the floor, and just as they were ready to 
commence, begged their indulgence for a moment; told 
them the story of his brother's death, and of the vow 
he made to God kneeling upon his distant grave, spoke 
of the change that had come over him ; informed 
them that it was now his custom to ask the divine 
blessing upon all his acts in life; and falling upon 
his knees poured out the burden of his heart before 
the Lord, and plead for the salvation of his young 
associates from sin and from destruction. 

It was as though one had risen from the dead. 
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Coming from the far-off grave of his departed broth- 
er to meet the friends and associates of his godless 
life, and kneeling before the Lord to implore the 
divine blessing upon them at such an hour, the 
impression produced on the giddy throng may be 
imagined but not described. There was no dancing 
that night. Some were angry, some were glad, and 
others blamed the managers for not inquiring more 
carefully concerning his present sentiments before 
they called one fresh from such scenes of sorrow to 
lead them in their thoughtless mirth ; but, better than 
all, the power of the Holy Ghost was present to con- 
vince of sin, of righteousness, and of judgment, and 
to draw the sinner's heart to Christ, the only Savior 
of the lost. 

The ball night was spent in prayers and tears; 
many hearts were touched as they never were before ; 
a revival of God's work commenced in the village, 
and before many days had elapsed, sixteen of the gay 
couples that stood that night upon the dance floor, 
had confessed their faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Savior of the lost. "And," continued Bro. K., '* the 
gentleman who told me the story said, * Thank God, 
I was one of the number.' " 

What a blessing God sometimes grants upon one 
decided act done for his glory ; whether " in season 
or out of season ; " if performed in humble confidence, 
and with divine assistance. Let us learn. to watch 
the appointments of divine providence in prayerful 
quietness of spirit, and let us never neglect the duty 
that is laid upon our hearts when an outward oppor- 
tunity opens the way, and an inward prompting urges 
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us to be bold and earnest and faithful in the service 
of our God. 

If a man was drowning, we would throw him a 
plank without waiting for an introduction ; if a house 
was burning we would awake the inmates without 
regard to etiquette ; and when souls are perishing 
and God is calling us to seek their good, their urgent 
peril may excuse our disregard of some of the con- 
ventionalities with which Satan has environed them 
to keep them back from God. 



A Criterion of Credit. X 

Straws show which way the wind blows, and tri- 
fling things sometimes give us a wonderful insight 
into men's characters. One little meanness reveals a 
capacity for meanness in general, for ** He that is 
unjust in the least is unjust also in much;" and by 
little trifles we sometimes gauge a man's life and char- 
acter much more accurately than we could by those 
great and important acts which he expects us to 
accept as indications of his real inward life and nature. 

Some newspaper writer tells a story of a country- 
man of moderate means, who applied to a city mer- 
chant to obtain some goods on credit. The merchant 
knew nothing of the character of his customer, and 
so he undertook to "hunt him up." lie first ascer- 
tained what newspaper he subscribed for, and then 
called on the publisher to ascertain how his account 
stood on the books. He found everything there was 
satisfactory, the subscriber was always prompt in the 
time and exact in the amount of payment for hia 
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paper, and that fact settled the question; he gave' the 
desired credit, and thus commenced a long and profit- 
able business connection, which proved advantageous 
to all concerned. 

We cannot say that this would be an infallible cri- 
terion of credit, but when publishers send out their 
papers on trust, they must rely largely on the honor 
and honesty of their patrons ; and any person dispos- 
ed to be indifferent about meeting honest debts has 
abundant opportunities to receive newspapers without 
paying for them. 

^ The Mysteries of Providence. 

Providence is often a secret book, a volume in 
which many mysterious sentences are written, which 
no wisdom of ours for the present can explain. We 
are sometimes also too precipitate in turning the 
leaves to read, before God has written ; and too de- 
sirous of hastening to the end, before the whole is 
finished. Hence it is that we draw such wrong con- 
clusions, and learn the unhappy art of writing bitter 
things against ourselves. Providences may be stud- 
ied, and, as far as they are clear, they may be read ; 
but we have no injunction to understand before the 
letters, the sentences, the pages appear. On the con- 
trary, we are commanded to be still ; to wait with 
patience till the Master come, and call for us ; who 
will then be his own interpreter, and teach us as 
much as is needful for us to know. 

Let us not then imagine that duty binds us to per- 
ceive, or that we are required to comprehend all at 
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once. The pupil is not commanded to solve a prob* 
lem which is above his capacity, to understand a 
branch of learning in which he has never been initi- 
ated ; the servant is not ordered to perform a service 
for which he has no physical ability, nor obliged to 
comprehend all the designs of his master which have 
never been made known. Thus we are but as schol- 
ars in the present state, as it were only commencing 
our education, and totally unfit to unravel every- 
thing at once. We are but as servants, we know not 
all the will of God, nor are we required to under- 
stand what he has not revealed. 



Bad Books. 

Beware of bad books. They kill time, waste life, 
enfeeble the mind, corrupt the soul, and propagate 
evil like a leprous plague. One bad book may ruin 
a thousand souls. The deadliest poison cannot com- 
pare in dire, and subtile, and far-reaching power for 
evil, with the distilled vileness of a corrupting mind, 
embodied in a bad book. It looks innocent ; no one 
would suspect its character ; but from the perusal of 
its pages the young . rise up with stains upon them 
never to be effaced, and go forth to enter upon sinful 
ways which were unknown to them before. 

Parents, look out for bad books ! They are all 
around you ; thick as Egypt's frogs they find their 
way to the kneading-troughs and bed-chambers. 
Children, beware of bad books. Eead nothing that 
you would blush to have your mother see, lest you 
should do something which would make her blush to 
own you as her child. 
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Hymn. 

Tre]nl)ling before thine awful throne, 
Lord I in dust my sins I own ; 
Justice and mercy for my life 
Contend ! oh I smile and heal the strife. 

The Savior smiles ! upon my soul 
New tides of hope tumultuous roll— . 
His voice proclaims my pardon found, 
Seraphic transport wings the sound. 

Earth has a joy unknown in hearen— 
The new-born peace of sin forgiven I 
Tears of such pure and deep delight, 
Ye angels I never dimmed your sight. 

Ye saw of old on chaos rise 
The beauteous pillars of the skies: 
Ye know where morn exulting springs, 
And evening folds her drooping wings. 

Bright heralds of the Eternal Will, 
Abroad his errand ye fulfill ; 
Or throned in floods of beamy day, 
Symphonious in his presence play. 

Loud is the song — the heavenly plain 
Is shaken with the choral strain — 
And dying echoes, floating far, 
Draw music from each shining star. 

But I amid your choir shall shine, 
And all your knowledge shall be mine : 
Ye on your harps shall lean to hear 
A secret chord that mine will bear. 



"Is Father on Deck.^'* 

A number of years ago Captain D. commanded a 
vessel sailing from Liverpool to New York, and on 
one voyage he had all his family with him on board 
the ship. 

One night when ail were quietly asleep, there arose 
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a sudden squall of wind which came sweeping over 
the waters until it struck the vessel and instantly 
threw her on her side, tumbling and crashing every- 
thing that was movable, and awaking the passengers 
to a consciousness that they were in imminent peril. 

Every one on board was alarmed and uneasy; and 
some sprang from their berths and began to dress that 
they might be ready for the worst. 

Captain D. had a little girl on board, just eight 
years old, who of course awoke with the rest. 

" What's the matter ? " said the frightened child. 

They told her a squall had struck the ship. 

" Is father on deck ? " said she. 

'* Yes, father's on deck." 

The little thing dropped herself on her pillow 
again without a fear, and in a few moments was sleep- 
ing sweetly in spite of winds or waves. 

Blessed child 1 How her confidence shames our 
doubts, and fears, and restless, vague surmisings. She 
had faith in father, and she had no room for fear. 

And how is it with us? We have our storms, and 
troubles, and temptations. We fear and tremble. 
What is the matter ? Is it not time for us to ask, " Is 
father on deck? " Father understands all about the 
vessel, the winds, the waves, the rocks, the storms, 
the squalls, the tempests ; — ** Is Father on deck ? " 

Yes, blessed be God, Father is *' on deck " all the 
time. *' He that keepeth Israel shall never slumber 
nor sleep." He is *'on deck," for he says,. "Lo, I am 
with you always." He is " on deck," for "he has said, 
" I will never leave thee nor forsake thee." 

Tempted, troubled, distressed, and frightened soul, 
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look up. Give to the winds thy fears. Rest in God's 
faithfulness and love. Cast every care upon his arm. 

Fear not the windy tempests wild, ' 

Thy bark they shall not wreck; 
Lay down and sleep, oh, helpless child ; 

Thy " Father's on the deck.' 



Jesus, the Fountain Head. 

An aged Christian, ripening for the heavenly glory, 
sat at eventide conversing with his little grand- 
daughter, one of the lambs of Jesus' fold. They talk- 
ed of the scene on the way to Emmaus ; how that 
wonderful stranger met those sorrowing disciples, and 
listened to their tale of woe, as they described their 
beloved Master, his wisdom and goodness, his tender- 
ness and power, and their bitter grief at his loss. 

" How they must have been disappointed," said the 
aged pilgrim, **when the great teacher whom they 
* trusted had been he who should have redeemed Isra- 
el ' was ' led as a lamb to the slaughter,' an innocent 
victim of the malice and hate of the unbelieving 
Jews; and now they were driven almost to despair, 
because this was 'the third day' — the day on which 
he had said he should rise from the dead, and still, 
though other wonders had been seen, and strange 
rumors heard, * him they saw not,^ But then, what 
strange emotions must have risen within them, as the 
stranger spoke wonderingly, of their blindness to all 
that had been foretold of the Messiah before his 
advent, and so oft repeated by himself during his 
brief earthly ministry — ^ ought not Christ to have 
suffered these things, and to enter into his glory?' 
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Was it not just what they should have expected — 
just that which, by the exact fulfilment of prophecy 
concerning the Messiah, had proved him such ? And 
should they yield to despair or doubt because he had 
done exactly what he had all along told them he came 
into the world on purpose to accomplish? Then, 
'beginning at Moses and all the prophets, he expound- 
ed to them in all the Scriptures, the things concern- 
ing himself.' What a wondrous exposition was that 
— such a one as never before or since hath mortal 
tongue spoken or mortal ear heard ; and well might 
their hearts burn within them while he talked to 
them by the way, and opened to them the Scriptures." 

"Oh," said the little girl, *'how I wish that all 
Jesus said to these disciples had been written down, 
that we might have read and known it too." 

"Well," answered the grandfather, "I should like 
to know it too ; and I often think that when I get 
home, I will seek out those two disciples, and ask 
them to tell me all the dear story, and every one of the 
wondrous words that proceeded from his lips on that 
eventful journey. Will it not be pleasant employ- 
ment for us, my darling? " 

**Yes, dear grandpapa, it will indeed be a sweet 
story of love to our longing ears, and I too want to 
hear it all," said the dear child ; " but / will go right 
to Jesus, and hear it fresh from his own blessed lips. 
Those lips which even on earth, * spake as never man 
spake,' will surely among the redeemed in heaven, 
overflow with such accents of tender love as neither 
saint nor angel can even imitate." 

Yes ! this is the best way to do, go to the fountaiii 
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head — go to Jesus himself, for instructior or for help, 
go to him with all your burden of sin and sorrow. 
He says '* Come unto m^," not to saints or angels, not 
to church or priest — not even to the mother, to whom 
in the days of his humiliation, he " was subject." But 
"Come unto )ne, and / will give you rest." Eest 
from the condemnation of your own conscience, rest 
from the penalty due to your sins — rest on earth and 
rest in heaven. Come to Aim, fellow sinner, come to 
JesitSj and learn of him. Take his yoke upon you, 
and you shall find rest for your souls. 



A Name in the Sand. 

Alone I walked the ocean strand, 
A pearly shell was in my hand, 
I stooped, and wrote upon the sand 

VLy name, the year, the day : 
As onward from the spot I passed^ 
One lingering look I fondly cast ; 
A ware came rolling high and fast, 

And washed my lines away. 

And so, methought, 'twill shortly be 
With every mark on earth from me I 
A wave of dark oblivion's sea 

Will sweep across the place 
Where I have trod the sandy shore 
Of time ; and been, to be no more; 
Of me — my day — the name I bore, 

To leave no track nor trace. 

And yet, with Him who counts the sands, 
And holds the waters in his hands, 
I know a lasting record stands, 

Inscribed against my name. 
Of all this mortal part has wrought— 
Of all this thinking soul has thought, 
And from these fleeting moments caughti 

For glory, or for shame. 



« 
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The Demolished Wall, 

God's grace works great changes in men ; — it makes 
strangers to be brothers, and enemies to be friends; 
it heals up difficulties, and brings peace to reign 
where wrath and malice dwelt. Even family quarrels, 
the worst of all, are subject to its potent sway, and 
though ** A brother offended is harder to be won 
than a strong city ; and their contentions are like the 
bars of a castle," yet God's grace is sufficient even to 
accomplish their reconciliation. 

I heard of two brothers who had long been in dif- 
ficulty. Their farms joined each other, and one of 
them claimed a right of way across the other's land. 
The other denied the claim and fenced up the path. 
His brother removed the fence, he replaced it, and it 
continued to be removed and replaced, until he set- 
tled the question by building a massive stone wall 
directly across the path, which remained a monument 
of this unbrotherly quarrel, and confirmation of the 
wicked old proverb that " brotherhood is poor neigh- 
borhood." 

At length God was pleased to revive his work 
among the people, and after severe inward conflicts, 
the brother who built the wall was led to bow at Je- 
sus' feet, and yield his heart to him. He prayed for 
forgiveness and was forgiven ; he ceased his rebelling 
against God and found peace through the blood of 
the cross. And from the mercy-seat where he founc? 
pardon through the Saviour's grace, he went home, 
started down into the field, steered for thatst'^ne wal 
begun to teai* 't riown. Iup^ ^^o <2^'^ti« ^^ 
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another that ; rolled the rocks hither and thither, and 
did not stop until he had leveled the whole and given 
his brother the right of way which he had claimed. 

The peaceful result of such an act may be imag- 
ined ; and the question arises, if the grace of God 
will pull down a stone wall between ^two varying 
brothers, would not the same grace tear down some 
of the sectarian walls that men have builded between 
Christian brethren, and bring God's scattered and dis- 
united children more fully into that peaceful fellow- 
ship for which Jesus longed, when he prayed that 
they might '* all be one ? " 



x-^^"It was Rum that Did It." 

" There was no organ, with its swelling notes dying 
away in lengthened aisles, to open the services; 
there were no anthems of joy and praise with which 
to continue the worship of God ; there was no bene- 
diction sweetly breaking upon the ear of devout wor- 
shipers, as they rose from cushioned seats to leave 
the house of prayer ; but the service was imposingly 
solemn, and it sank deep into the hearts of an awe- 
stricken assembly. 

It was the * Court of Death.' There stood Justice, 
stern Justice, in the person of the executive law, and 
in his hand the warrant which commanded him to 
revenge the injury done to the peace and dignity of 
society ; there were the men of God, devoutly asking 
offended Heaven to purify the blood-stained soul of 
the trembling victim; there was the platform, the 
gallowS; the rope, the drop, and, observed of all, there 
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Stood the cringing, shivering outcast, who was to expi* 
ate his crime by yielding up his miserable life as the 
last lesson he could read to evil doers. — The criminal 
was the preacher, robed in a frock of white, girt by a 
black sash, and on his brow the fatal cap. During this 
dressing for the grave, the distracted man cried out — 

* Great God ! 0, my God ! what an end I have come 
to 1 Merciful God, look down- on me ! Lord, have 
mercy on my soul I It was rum that did it I ' 

To his dying moment did that terrified man pro- 
claim that his murdered wife did not offend him in 
any thing, that he loved her, and yet under the infer- 
nal spell of rum had he imbrued his hand in her 
blood; that hand with which, three short months 
before, he had pledged her his love and protection. 

We have never read of a more harrowing scene 
than the death of Darry. He shrieked with terror, 
and his cries for mercy were piteous. But he had 
been guilty of one of the foulest murders on record, 
and he must die : the safety of society demanded his 
life. He could not escape his fate, and he stood with 
the halter about his neck, and the hatchet was raised 
to sever the cord which should launch him with his 
sins full blown into eternity, and there, looking upon 
the terrible past and the dreadful future, did he raise 
his voice and utter the fearful warning against the use 
of intoxicating drinks. 

Will the world hear and heed the words of this 
despairing man? * Oh, that I should come to such 
an end! It was rum that did it!' Will those who 
daily put an enemy in their mouths to steal away 
their brains, listen to this voice from a murderer's 



THB FAMILY OIBCLS. 99 

grave, " Tell them to leave liquor alone ; it has been 
the death of me? — "Weeping and groaning, as the 
grave opened beneath his feet, he screamed, 'God 
help me ! ' ' God forgive me I * * Christ assist me to 
pass this struggle ! ' 

This is no fancy picture, but drawn word for word, 
from the scene in the prison. * It WAS BUM that 

DID IT.' " 



^ The Difference. 

*' I suppose it won't make any diiSference with you 
if I do not pay that money to-morrow," said a young 
man who had just commenced business, on meeting a 
person who had loaned him some money, the day be- 
fore the time he had set to repay it. 

"No," said the creditor, " it will not make any dif- 
ference to me^ but it will make a good deal of differ- 
ence with yoUy for I never will lend you anotlier dol- 
lar as long as you live 1 " 

A great many such things which are supposed to 
"make no diflference," make a wonderful diflference 
in the end. Look sharp for the little things. A little 
promise is as sacred as a big one. A little debt 
should be paid as much as a big one. If it is only a 
shilling, hand it over. If you noglect it some one 
may infer your whole character from that neglect. 
He that is unjust in the least is unjust also in much. 
Little things are great. Springs make rivers; drops 
make oceans; sands make shores, and little words, 
and thoughts, and looks, and acts, make up the mean- 
ness or the grandeur of the meanest and the grand** 
est lives. Bemember the little things. Keep your 
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word to a child as well as to a man. Every time your 
word fails you impair your character, damage your 
reputation, and teach other persons lessons of false- 
hood or of carelessness. Mind the littles. 

V 

A Good Wife. 

Archbishop Seeker in his *' Wedding. Ring " has 
some sentences worth reading twice. Here are a few 
of them. 

" Hast thou a soft heart ? — it is of God's breaking. 
Hast thou a sweet wife? — she is of God's making. 
The Hebrews have a saying, 'He is not a man that 
hath not a woman.' Though man alone may be good, 
yet it is not good that man should be alone. * Every 
good gift and every perfect gift is from above.' A 
wife, though she ba not a perfect gift, is a good gift, 
a beam darted from the Sun of mercy. How happy 
are those marriages where Christ is at the wedding ! 
Let none but those who have found favor in God's 
eyes find favor in yours. Husbands should spread a 
mantle of charity over their wives' infirmities. Do 
not put out the candle because of the snuff'. Hus- 
bands and wives should provoke one another to love ; 
and they should love one another, notwithstanding 
provocations. The tree of love should grow up in 
the midst of the family as the trea of life grew in the 
garden of Eden. Good servants are a great blessing, 
good children a greater blessing ; but a good wife is 
the greatest blessing : and such a help let him seek 
for her that lacks one ; let him sigh for her that hath 
lost one ; let him delight in her that enjoys one." 
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Art of Being Polite. 

First and foremost, don't try to be polite. It will 
spoil everything. If you keep overwhelming your 
guests with ostentatious entreaties to make themselves 
at home, they will very soon begin to wish they were 
there. Let them find out that you are glad to see 
them by your actions rather than words. And to 
make them feel that they are welcome you must be 
glad to see them, and noD merely seem glad. If you 
want guests to be at home with you you must act as 
if you were at home yourself, and not make a great 
ado over them. If their coming has been inopportune 
or inconvenient you need not lie about it or deny it, 
but consider that Providence has some purpose of 
good in it, and plan to make all things as pleasant as 
you can. Watch for a quiet hour alone if you would 
speak a word in season to a sorrowing soul. Bear 
others' burdens on your heart, if you cannot bear 
them on your hands. Do not pester people with ob- 
trusive acts or words. Let them rest undisturbed. 

Always remember to let bashful people alone at 
first. It is the only way to set them at ease. Trying to 
draw them out has sometimes the contrary effect of 
driving them out — of the house. Leading the con- 
versation is a dangerous experiment. Better follow 
in its wake, and if you want to endear yourself to 
talkers, learn to listen well. Ntver make a fuss about 
anything — never talk about yourself— and always pre- 
serve composure, no matter what solecisms or blun- 
ders others may commit. Remember that it is a very 
foolish proceeding to lament that you cannot offer to 
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your guests a better house, or furniture, or viands. 
It is fair to presume that the visit is to you and not 
to these surroundings. Give people a pleasant im- 
pression of themselves, and they will be sure to go 
away with a pleasant impression of your qualities. 
On just such slender wheels as these the whole fabric 
of society turns; it is your business, then, to keep 
them in revolving order. 



The Other Cheek. 

Two brothers had fallen out, and in the heat and 
whirlwind of his passion the elder struck the young- 
er on the cheek. Brave as steel, and quick as light- 
ning, the other raised his hand to return the blow, 
but ere it fell, he remembered how he had read that 
morning, by his mother's knee, these words : *' Who- 
soever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to 
him the other also." No sophist, but a simple child, 
he took Christ's words in their plain and ordinary 
sense, and, turning on his brother eyes where tears 
of forgiveness had quenched the flash of anger, he 
oflfered the other cheek for a second blow. It was 
the other's turn to weep now. Surprised, subdued, 
melted, he fell on his brother's neck, and, kissing him, 
acknowledged his offence, and implored forgiveness. 

Love is stronger than wrath ; it conquers all. Om- 
nipotence could create a world, Justice can condemn 
it, and Vengeance can destroy it ; only Love can redeem 
and save it ; and when God bids us to overcome evil 
with good he equips us with the mightiest weapon in 
the armory of heaven, and sends us forth, not to ig- 
nominious defeat, but to glorious and eternal victory 
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" I AM Unworthy." 

Suppose that the prodigal in the gospel, on entering 
his father's hall, and on meeting his father's servants 
hurrying toward him with the shoes, and the ring, 
and the best robe, had immediately shrunk from the 
reception of these, his father's gifts and honors, say- 
ing, *'0h! I am unworthy of the least of these things. 
I cannot by any means bring myself to receive them! 
I do not see how I can ever feel like putting them on! 
I cannot take them/ ^^ And that, drawing back from 
the door of a loving father, and from a yearning 
household, he had remained without, in all his old 
rags and wretchedness! Would his position and spir- 
it have ever filled the old man's heart with joy or the 
household with jubilee? 

Or suppose that your poor, miserable prodigal had 
returned to your door to meet the manifestations of 
your kindness, the tokens of your forgiveness, and 
the outgushings of your love, and yet, after all, had 
drawn back, refusing to accept of your cheerfuUy- 
oflfered favors, or exchange his wretchedness for your 
new robe; would it not intensify the anguish of your 
soul over him, to see a spirit of contrition bringing 
him to your door, and a spirit of old self-will still 
keeping him out, making him to hold to his covering 
of degradation and reject your garments of grace? — 
to think that he had turned so far, and yet not alto- 
gether changed? 

Beware, lest the prophet should step forward ex- 
claiming, ^' Thou art the manl^^ There hangs "<A« 
righteousness of Christ " suspended from the cross, " the 
best robe'^ in all the Father's house of many mansions I 
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This robe of God's own righteousness is freely offered 
to every sinful wanderer that returns to God by true 
faith in Christ Jesus! Have you raised the voice of 
rejoicing among the angels, in the heavenly homes of 
the righteous, by submitting yourself to this right- 
eousness of God which makes the redeemed as right- 
eous as God is? Has your freed soul accepted of and 
put on this free robe as freely as it is offered to you? 
Or are you still standing, in your filthy rags, as a won- 
der to angels and the ransomed host, pleading your 
unworthiness, hesitating before the cross, the robe and 
the crown, while the cry comes from the waiting 
throne, ^^ How shall I give thee up, Ephraim T* 



Nature Exalted. 

Christ exalted our whole conception of nature by 
habitually associating it with the spiritual instruction 
of man. He made the wind God's minister to raise 
the mind of Nicodemus to a conception of the Spirit's 
influence : He quickened the Christian energies of 
His disciples by pointing to the fields whitening to 
harvest : He marked the fluttering wings over the 
stony upland round the Galilean lake, and drew a 
warning for the frivolous and the fickle in all ages, 
from the devouring of the seed by the birds and the 
withering of the shallow-rooted corn. While nature, 
in its beauty and hallowed suggestiveness, was ever 
present with Christ, He showed no trace of the ecstasy 
of mere indolent contemplation. He never paused 
to lay on the colors of the scene-painter. Nature He 
viewed as made for man ; he used her illuminated 
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lettering to impress upon man the lessons of Divine 
wisdom ; the lilies of the field were to be considered, 
in their monitions to humility, in their lessons of trust 
in God, in their gentle yet most expressive satire on 
regal glory and gorgeous apparel. 

All this attests a state of perfect mental health, a 
settled calm of power and peace, a still and placid 
elevation of soul, infinitely beyond reach of any cloud 
or any wind by which the clearness of the intellectual 
eye might be dimmed or its calmness fluttered. 



" Red Peppers, James." 

In a basket of seeds and vegetables that had just 
arrived from the country was a string of bright red 
peppers, which immediately attracted the attention of 
James Anthon, a boy of four years, who had come in 
with his mother while I was unpacking the basket. 

" mamma, " he exclaimed, *' what shining red 
things 1 How very pretty they are! May I have 
them to play with, mamma ? " 

" They are not playthings, my dear," she answered ; 
" neither are they good for little boys. Besides, they 
are very hot." 

James opened wide his big, black eyes. " Hot, 
mamma? Why, there is no fire ; " and, reaching out 
a chubby finger, he softly touched one of the peppers, 
as though he feared it might burn him ; exclaiming, 
in a triumphant tone, " There, mamma, the pretty red 
thing is cold I May I not hold it in my hand one 
little minute ? " 

Now I am sorry to say that James, like a great 
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many little boys and girls I know, loved to have hia 
own way ; and it was very hard for him to give up 
anything that he had set his heart upon. So he per- 
sisted in begging for the red peppers. " Oh, if you 
would give me one, — just one little *teenty, tonty ' 
one, mammal" he said in a coaxing tone. On his 
mother telling him it would burn his fingers, he gave 
a quick laugh, saying, ** How can a cold thing like 
that burn me ? " Then she explained to him that 
they were hot in themselves ; and that, if he got any 
of the pepper on his hands or face, it would smart 
terribly, and he would quickly find out what she 
meant when she called them hot. 

And so the subject was dropped. I was called 
from the room, and Mrs. Anthon was busy with her 
sewing ; when all at once I heard a loud scream from 
James. He had slyly crept up to the table, and had 
taken possession of one of the scarlet playthings he 
had so long been coveting, and was speedily finding 
out, to his bitter cost, what his mother meant when 
she called them " hot." His plump little hands were 
smarting as though they had been plunged into the 
fire, and big tears were rolling down his cheeks. Sud- 
denly he stuck both fists into his eyes, and then, with 
a howl of pain, threw himself into his mother's lap, 
crying out, '* O mamma 1 bow it hurts 1 how it burns I 
O mamma 1 can't you do something to take away the 
naughty pain? " 

I got a basin of cold water, and dipped into it a 
soft linen cloth, which I laid again and again upon his 
flushed and swollen face and burning hands; his 
mother telling him that, another time, he must remem- 
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ber she knew better thaa he did what a little boj 

ought to do, and that now he was punished for being 
disobedient, and for persisting in having liis own way. 
I did not see James Anthon for several years after 
that little adventure, — nor till he was a tall, manly- 
looking lad. I asked him if he had forgotten the 
red peppers. He blushed scarlet, and turned towards 
his mother with a tender smile. She answered for 
him : '* I am happy to say he never has forgotten 
them ; and whenever he has attempted to have his 
own way, and to set up his own will against mine, I 
have said, * Red peppers, James,' and he has instantly 
given up/' 

" It Is All Gone." 

While preaching the Gospel in a New England 
country village, beneath the shelter of the old " Beth- 
el Tent," it pleased God to make the Word of his 
grace eflfectual to the salvation of a number of per- 
ishing souls of various ages, classes and conditions. 

Among them was a Mrs. , a person of violent 

temper, whose quarrelsome and blasphemous life was 

felt as a scandal in the community ; so much so that 

one person remarked on hearing of the change, that 

he was glad if she was converted, for now she could 

go to the well and get water and not have her swear 

at him. 

One time, in a little gathering of worshipers, she 

arose to bear testimony to the work the Lord had 

wrought in her, and said, **I know that the grace of 

God can take all the wrath, and malice, and anger and 

gtrife out of the heart ; 1 have had it in my heart, but 
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it is all gonet^^ And her words seemed no empty 
profession, for her orderly deportment and quietness 
of spirit confirmed the witness that she bore. 

How blessed it is to feel that God has purged our 
hearts, — that the hidden springs of rage and wrath 
are cleansed, and that the evil thoughts and grudges 
of a life-time are all gone! God grant that this may 
be our experience and our joy. 

The Godless. 

They eat 
Their daily bread, and draw the breath of heaven 
Without or thought or thanks ; heaven's roof to them 
lu but a painted ceiling hung witli lamps,^ 
No more, — that lights them to their purposes. 
They wander loose about ; they nothing see, 
Themselves except, and creatures like themselyes^ 
Short-lived, short-sighted, impotent to save. 
So on their dissolute spirits, soon or late, 
Destruction cometh, like on armed man, 
Or like a dream of murder in the night. 
Withering their mortal faculties, and breaking 
The bones of all their pride. 



" Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me/* 

Many years ago, at the midnight hour, a fair young 
girl sat by the dying-bed of a beloved sister, singing 
with faltering voice this sweetest of hymns. It was 
a favorite with the dying one, and in her last extremi- 
ty she felt the increased preciousness of its sacred 
words. As the tremulous tones of the singer's voice 
floated in the chill, damp air, the "eyelids closed in 
death," and the weary sufferer was hidden in the 
shelter of the Everlasting Eock. 

Years passed. I was an invalid, far from horme. 
Life was scarcely expected, and yet I shrunk from 
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death. Dark clouds rested on my spirit. Though a 
professed follower of Jesus, I could feel within no 
sweet consciousness of His presence. An accusing 
conscience told of hours mis-spent, opportunities for 
Christian labor unimproved, heart culture neglected. 
I could see in Christ an unspeakable preoiousness to 
them that believed ; and yet, I could see in Him no 
preciousness for me ; I could make no self- appropri- 
ation of the atoning sacrifice. 

While thus weary in spirit, and tossed upon a bed 
of pain, my colored nurse, dear old aunt Hagar, who 
was keeping vigil by a few smouldering embers, 
began rocking herself to and fro, and humming this 
familiar tune. She did not utter a word, but the 
sweet and touching air spoke volumes to my heart. 
Eemembrances of the dear departed cousin, whose 
last hours were cheered by the same melody, came 
rushing on my mind, her life of quiet piety, her many 
doubts and fears, and then the entire trustingness of 
her soul, and the sweet and placid countenance as 
she approached the final hour, all were vividly called 
up by the low humming of the poor slave-woman in 
the dim hours of night. 

I was deeply moved, and suddenly felt my heart 
all aglow with the great love wharewith our Savior 
hath loved us. I, too, could look unto the "Rock of 
A^cs," and cry out in the fullness of my repentant 
spirit — 

** In my hand no price I bring, 
Simply to Thy cross I cling." 

I called the faithful creature to me, and bade her 
sing softly the words of the hymn. My troubled 
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heart was soothed, and I slumbered. Dreams of 
glory opened on my view ; visions of shining ones 
clothed in the spotless robe of Jesus' righteousness ; 
and when I awoke a quiet joy had filled my heart, I 
clung to Jesus' cross, and the unrest of my spirit was 
gone. 

The aged slave- woman, whom I found to be deep 
in Christian experience, was my daily companion for 
many weeks. Her touching expressions of unworthi- 
ness, and trusting faith in Christ, were like cooling 
waters to my thirsty soul, in that far-oflf stranger 
home. I told aunt Hagar of my dream. 

"De good Lord," she replied, "often sends His 
servants in dreams to his poor suffering children, 
and I'se right glad He's sent a token to your poor 
soul. I'se done had great trials in my day. Miss 
Lizzie, and if it had'nt been for the Lord Jesus, no 
tellin' where aunt Hagar'd a been now I I'se seen a 
heap o' troubles, such as you nebber 'spected on, and 
it took a good many of them to bring me to de 
Lord's feet. I'se often spent whole nights on de 
damp ground, prayin' de Lord to strike me dead, 
nebber carin' for what might come after, till my 
heart seemed dead, an' I couldn't cry out no more 
from faintness. 

"One time a missus, from way up north, came to 
stay with my missus awhile, an' she used to be on^ 
our piazza steps in de cool of de evening, and would 
sing to the children. One night she sung dis yer 
hymn you seem to love so much. I was by the door 
of my cabin, and wonderin' why the Lord made 
people to sufP*^r, an' what comfort He could 'spect 
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sucb poor troubled foljks as me to take in dis world, 
husban', chil'en all gonel When all at once, she 
sang louder, an' soon I heard the words. Dey 
made me wonder more and more. I crept 'long to 
the steps, an' after she'd done singin', seein' nobody 
near by but little Massa Tommy, 'sleep in her lap, I 
said — *Miss Lucy, can you tell aunt Hagar what dat 
hymn mean ? can you 'splain what dat * Bock o' 
Ages' is ? ' 

"She made me sit down on de steps at her feet, 
an* told me all about de Lord, an' how He was a 
little chile once, an' lived with His mother, an' how 
she loved Him, an' 'bout His teachin' de great doc- 
tors when he was n't only twelve years old, an' den 
all 'bout the wicked Jews, an' how dey hated Him, 
an' how cruel dey were, an' how dey killed Him — 
an' while I couldn't see for de tears, she went on 
an' told me how de Savior came into de world to 
save sinners, an' how He died, an' dat He came again 
to life, an' went up to heaven, an' he lived in dat 
happy place now, to bless all dat love Him, an' if 
folks would be sorry for dare sins, an' would ask Him 
to be dare Savior, He would make 'em feel happy. 

"'Pears like I couldn't understand dis; I was in 
great trouble, an' den Miss Lucy said: — 

" * Aunt Hagar, I'll go to your cabin any night, 
an' read this to you ; ' and so she did, but my heart 
was so big with my own troubles, I couldn't no way 
'blieve on de Lord, — till one night after she had read 
an' talked a long while, she said : 'I'll pray with you, 
aunt Hagar.' An' oh, how she did pray, an' beg de 
Lord look on poor Hagar, an' take away her sins, 
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an' make her His chile ; an' right in de middle of her 
prayer, I cried out — *Yes, Miss Lucy, I does love 
the Lord,' an from dat day to dis, I'se always loved 
Him. 

"I'se seen a heap o' troubles, but He's been such a 
comfort in 'em all. I'se old now, an' most home, but 
as long as I live, I'se got work to do for Him. 
When he calls me home I'll be berry glad to go, an' 
see my Heavenly Master, an' sing wid de angftls. 
All de work I'se got now to do, is only 'patient 
waitin.' " And here aunt Hagar sighed deeply, and 
was silent a long while. 

The grey dawn was breaking ere she again spoke. 
" I'se often sick, Miss Lizzie, but I'se nebber trou- 
bled ^bout it. Ebery night 'fore I goes to sleep, I 
says the little chil'en's prayer, Miss Lucy made me 
learn, an' * if I should die before I wake' in de damps 
of de night, pears like the Lord will take me home 
to glory, an' the dear Savior '11 wipe away all the 
tears I'se been weepin' so many years. 

"I learned to sing dis *Eock o' Ages' of Miss 
Lucy, an' I loves it for her sake ; an' many times 
when eberyting looks dark, I goes an' prays an' den 
sings dat hymn, an' den de blessed Lord seems berry 
near to me, an' I'se willin' to do anything for Him. 
An' now. Miss Lizzie, if you love dis good Lord, 
don't nebber be 'fraid to tell Him all your heart, an' 
if oder friends aiut nigh, He'' II he your friend^ an' 
give you patience to bear, an' grace to trust Him." 

And aunt Hagar roused herself, and went about 
her morning duties, singing in tremulous tones — 

** In my hand no price I bring, 
Simply to Tby cross I cling." 
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A Pocket Question. 

Some persons grudge every dollar spent in sustaiji- 
ing Sunday schools, teaching children, and providing 
books and clothes that they may go to the house of 
worship. They say they have enough to do to take 
care of themselves. 

But they forget that one bad boy who fights, robs, 
plunders, burns buildings, or commits murders will 
cost them more than all the Sunday schools in the 
county. 

Some one advised President Harrison to get a dog 
to watch his premises and take care of his fruit trees. 
" Better get a Sunday school teacher to take care of 
the children," was the wise reply of the old soldier. 

One rogue may cost a community a million of dol- 
lars ; five dollars faithfully spent on him in the Sun- 
day school might have made a man of him for life. 
*' One Sunday school is worth a hundred policemen." 
It will do more for children, and through them for 
parents, than any amount of official force and watch- 
fulness can accomplish. It pays to support the Sun- 
day schools. 

A gentleman in Canada related a story in a Sunday 
school convention, about starting a Sunday school in 
a Catholic neighborhood. He asked the Catholic pa- 
rents to send their children with their own Bibles, 
the Douay version, promising to give them a place by 
themselves in the school, if they desired it. 

The parents objected that they had not suitable 
clothing ; and so he applied to a neighboring 'squire 
for aid. The squire refused to help him, — could not 
afford it 
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*' Well," said the applicant, '* is it simply a pocket 
question with you, squire ? If it is, let me remind 
you that you must know that you lose a great deal of 
fruit from your orchard every year through the bad 
habits of these very children, and it would cost you 
less to pay for their instruction in honesty." 

This was a new view of the subject to the squire, 
and he was persuaded to try the Sunday school as an 
investment. The plan worked well, as the squire 
acknowledged on visiting the school, and he subse- 
quently took one of the boys into his employ. 

Don't be afraid to support the Sunday school. Even 
a worldly man will save all it costs him. He will 
save it in apples and melons, and in security and quiet. 
To him it may be only a pocket question ; but the 
Christian looks on it from a higher stand-point as a 
means of saving souls from death and hiding multi- 
tudes of sins. 

The Hindoo's Peayer. 

A native of Calcutta was taken into the family of a 
Christian missionary residing there, and had permis- 
sion to be present at family worship, morning and 
evening. At first he did not pay much attention, but 
after a while God opened his eyes to see himself a 
sinner, and he began to long for pardon and peace. 
But his mind was very dark, and as yet he knew not 
where to seek the boon he so earnestly desired. 

About this time the missionary read at morning 
worship the Parable of the Pharisee and the publican, 
beginning; ''Two men went up into the temple to 
pray ; " and as he read on, the " Pharisee stood and 
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prayed," the poor Hindoo thought, "Now I will learn 
how to pray." But as the missionary proceeded, 
the heart of the poor man sank within him; for, 
thought he, **if I am not like other men, I am a 
great deal worse. I don't do anything of those good 
things, and I can't go to the great God with false 
words upon my tongue. Oh, what shall a poor, 
wicked wretch, like me, do?" and he wept aloud. 
Then the good missionary read on. 

"The publican standing afar off, would not lift up 
so much as his eyes to heaven, but smote upon his 
breast, saying, 'God be merciful to me a sinner.'" 

*'That'a like me, that's like me," burst from the 
lips of the poor Hindoo, '* I am far, /ar off from God, 
and I dare not lift my eyes to liim : but I will cast 
myself at his feet, and that shall be my prayer till I 
die." So saying, he cast himself upon his face, and 
with sobs and groans cried aloud, "God be merciful 
to me a sinner." 

Nor did he cry in vain: God was thereto hear, 
to answer, and to bless ; and the dark- minded heathen 
went out from that place of prayer, a rejoicing Chris- 
tian. 

Just as You Are. 

A mother died. A crippled father, forced by out- 
ward circumstances, committed for a time his mother- 
less daughter of about four or five summers, to the 
rough care of a family where all was rude, untidy, 
vulgar, and profane. Her young spirit was soon 
tainted with the foul atmosphere around her, and her 
disposition soured by almost barbaric discipline. 
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After some time, to the joy of that father, a kind, gen- 
erous Christian family offered to take that child to 
their home with a view of adopting it as their own. 
They had been made childless by death's dread visita- 
tion, and ever since their beloved son of rare promise 
was buried out of sight, their sympathies had yearned 
towards some child as a relief from affliction's bitter 
cup. 

From such hearts a child could hope for every 
kindness and attention. But these kind friends soon 
discovered much in the little one that, was painfully 
unwelcome in a child; untidy habits, uncouth man- 
ners, impure thoughts, naughty words and naughty 
ways. Then came the question. Shall we adopt such 
a child, as ours ? The child loved her new home, and 
I heard with deep interest the father plead with these 
Christian hearts for its adoption. It was true there 
was much about her that they would have had differ- 
ent, but could they reject that father's plea, and send 
that orphan child back again to the haunts of filth 
and sin ? There was no other alternative but to take 
her Just as she was or send her back to hopeless degra- 
dation and ruin. 

The decision was made ; just as she was, in love and 
in pity they took her, and a happy day was that to 
that father and child. Just as she was they took her 
and adopted her, but not to keep her ever the same. 

What a change is seen in that child since entering 
that family ! Tn that tidy apparel, those gentle waya^ 
the mannerly address, those little hands taught in 
wholesome, useful work, with that mind instructed in 
the things of God, that voice trained to sing sweet 
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melodies of redeeming love, one would scarcely* recog- 
nize the almost rained child which came seeking a 
purer home and a better parentage. But what if the 
benefits of that home had been refused until all was 
right in the child? Alas, th^s blessed change would 
never have been known. And this is just like our 
heavenly Father. We come to him all tainted with 
sin, yet tired and sick of earth's polluted family. In 
thought, habit, ways, and character, we are unclean 
before a Holy God ; but when we plead for adoption 
he does not refuse it until we go and become right- 
eous; he waits not until we present ourselves all 
acceptable before him ; but just as we are. He takes 
us in, gives us the spirit of adoption, makes us par- 
takers of the divine nature, and we become *' his work- 
manship, created in Christ Jesus unto good works." 
With a new heart, new thoughts, new habits, new 
words, new spirit, new songs, new work, and new 
hopes, the old man is lost in the new creature in 
Christ, '*It doth not yet appear what we shall be, 
but when he shall appear we shall be like him, for 
we shall see him as he is." Perishing soul, do you 
long for adoption ? you may share it to-day. Do not 
wait to become righteous, so as to base your plea on 
your worthiness — you will wait in vain — come just as 
you are — sue for acceptance as an adopted child. Not 
till you are accepted and receive the spirit of adoption 
will the change come. The new creation is " in Christ," 
not out of him. Come, then, just as you are, and under 
Christ's shepherdly care you shall find that water 
which shall be in you "a well of water springing up 
unto everlasting life." Listen to the Savior's gracious 
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invitation. Hear him as he gays to the weary, the 
burdened, the ruined, and the lost; — "Come unto 
me." " Him that cometh unto ME I will in no wise 
cast out." 

'' Just as thou art, without one trace 
Of love, or joy, or inward grace, 
Or meetness for the heavenly place,— 
Oh, guilty sinner, come ! 

Burdened with guilt, would'st thou be blest f 
Trust not the world — it gives no rest : 
I bring relief to hearts opprest ;— 
Oh, weary sinner, come ! 

Come, leave thy burden at the cross ; 
Count all thy gains but empty dross : 
My grace repays all earthly loss ; — 
Oh, needy sinner, come ! 

Come, hither bring thy boding fears. 
Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears ; 
'Tis Mercy's voice salutes thine ears, — 
Oh, trembling sinner, come ! 

The Spirit and the Bride say, " Come ! " 
Bejoicing saints re-echo, *'Come! '* 
Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may come^ 
The Savior bids theo come." 



Swearing in Hebrew. 

Some persons neither fear God nor regard men. 
They live in utter disregard of honor of their Maker, the 
rights of others, and the common decencies of human 
life. They will light an abominable cigar and stink 
up the air which cleanly people are compelled to 
breathe, giving them such headache and nausea that 
all their comfort is destroyed, and they will insult all 
listeners with profane ribaldry and uncourteous slang, 
shocking the devout, and disgusting the decent, until 
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some one feels compelled to rebuke them for their siu, 
and so provoke their displeasure. 

Occasionally, however, a reproof is given in such 
a way that it cannot be evaded nor retorted. The 
following is an instance of the kind. 

A lady, riding in a car on the New York Central 
Railroad, was disturbed in her reading by the conver- 
sation of two gentlemen, occupying the seat just 
before her. One of them seemed to be a student of 
some college, on his way home for a vacation. 

He used much profane language, greatly to her 
annoyance. 

She thought she would rebuke him, and on begging 
pardon for interrupting them, asked the young student 
if he had studied the languages. 

" Yes, Madam, I have mastered the languages quite 

well." 

"Do you read and speak Hebrew? " 

"Quite fluently." 

" Will you be so kind as to do me a small favor ? " 

"With great pleasure. I am at your service." 

"Will you be so kind as to do your swearing in 

Hebrew ? " 

The lady was not annoyed any more by the ungen- 

tlemanly language of this would-be gentleman. 

In the last days perilous times shall come, for men 

shall be blasphemers, — 2 Tim. iii . 2. The blasphemy 

and profanity of this age are fearful. A generation 

ago, profanity was comparatively rare. Now, children 

not yet in their teens, will swear enough to chill one's 

blood. "Because of swearing the land mourneth." 

The laws against profanity are a dead letter, and even 
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the legislators break them every day. Men swear 
without fear of God or man. They swear in streets, 
in houses, in stores, in stables, in cars, in taverns; in 
public and private ; everywhere, and on all occasions, 
they pour the blasphemous tide. 

Probably ten men swear in this country where one 
prays, and the swearing man swears out loud a hun- 
dred times a day, while the praying man prays secret- 
ly perhaps twice or thrice. If men would swear in 
unknown tongues it might spare the .feelings of their 
hearers, but even then the Lord God would hear it all. 
But there will be an end of this torrent of blasphemy 
by-and-by. It will most surely come. For "Enoch 
also, the seventh from Adam, prophesied of these, 
saying. Behold the Lord cometh with ten thou- 
sand of his saints to execute judgment upon all, and 
to convince all that are ungodly of ALL their 
HARD speeches which ungodly sinners have spoken 
against him." — Jude 14, 15. 

It would be a fearful book that contained the record 
of all the words a swearer says. Yet God hears them 
all. God remembers them all. God records them 
all, and **for every idle word that men shall speak, 
they shall give account thereof in the day of judg- 
ment." — John xii. 48. Let us say no words now, that 
we shall be unwilling to meet in that solemn judg* 
ment day. 

<* It chills my blood to hear the blest Supreme, 
Rudely appealed to on each trifling theme ; 
Maintain your rank, vulgarity despise ; 
To swear is neitlier bi-ave, polite, nor wise; 
Ton would not swear upon a bed of death 1 
Reflect ! Yonr Mak^r now ^a.y stop your breatfi I " 
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" Myself/' 

A missionary meeting was held and a contribution 
was called for. The boxes returned, and the contents 
were counted over. Bank notes, silver, shillings, 
and pence. " There is a card ; — who put that in ? " — 
"A young man back in the congregation." — ** What 
is written on it?" — "Myself." 

This was the young man's oflEering, himself. He 
could not give silver and gold to the mission cause, 
so he gave himself. 

Jesus calls for something which is worth more 
than money. Have you given yourself to God and 
to his work? Jesus "gave himself for us, to redeem 
us from all iniquity, and purify unto himself a pecul- 
iar people, zealous of good works." 

Created by his power, upheld by his providence, 
bought by his blood, called by his gospel, quickened 
by his spirit, and justified by his grace, what have you 
to give to Christ? Can you refuse to say "Myself?" 

**But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe ; 
Here Lord, I give myself awajf 
»Tis all that I can do.»» 



The Abiding Word. 

On the door of the old mosque in Damascus, which 
was once a Christian church, but for twelve centuries 
has ranked among the holiest of the Mohammedan 
sanctuaries, are inscrfbed these remarkable words: 
"Thy kingdom, Christ, is an everlasting king- 
dom AND THY dominion ENDURETH THROUGHOUT 

ALL GENERATIONS." Though the name of Christ has 
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been regularly blasphemed, and the disciples of 
Christ regularly cursed for twelve hundred years 
within it, the inscription has nevertheless remained 
unimpaired by time and undisturbed by man. It was 
unknown during the long reign of Mohammedan 
intolerance and oppression ; but when religious lib- 
erty was partially restored, and the missionaries were 
enabled to establish a Christian church in that city, 
it was again brought to light, encouraging them in 
their work of faith and labor of love. 

Always Eejoioing. 

My life flows on an endless song, 

Above earth's lamentation ; — 
I catch the sweet though far-off hymn 

Thai hails a new creation. 
Through all the tiimnlt and the strife^ 

I hear the music ringing ; 
It finds an echo in my soul — 

How can I keep from singing t 

What though my Joys and comforts die f 

The Lord my Savior liveth ; 
What though the darkness gather round f 

Songs in the night he giveth. 
No storm can shake my inmost calm 

While to that refuge clinging — 
Since Christ is Lord of heaven and earthy 

How can I keep from singing I 

I lift my eyes — the cloud grows thin ; 

I see the blue above it ; 
And day by day this pathway smooths 

Since first I learned to love it I 
The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart— 

A fountain ever springing ; 
AH things are mine since I am his ;-^ 

How can I keep from singing 1 
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" I Love Jesus, Do You ? " 

A man in Brooklyn during the great awalzening in 
1858, told in the lecture-room of Plymouth church, 
the story of his conversion to the Lord. He had at- 
tended the church for eleven years, and had listened 
to Mr. Beechers preaching; had been convinced of 
sin again and again, but had stifled conviction, and 
resisted the leadings of the Lord. 

At length his wife found Christ, and the new joy of 
a ransomed soul welled up within her heart. She had 
tasted that tbe Lord was gracious, and she could but 
pray and long that her husband also might come and 
taste and see that the Lord was good. 

One of the best testimonies that a Christian can 
bear is the testimony of a joyful Christian life. This 
testimony she bore. Busied about the house, and oc- 
cupied with needful labors, her sweet voice would often 
be heard singing the songs of Zion. Sometimes it 
would be : — 

" Jesus I my cross have taken, 
All to leave and follow thee," 

and again, perhaps when occupied with the care of 
her little ones, she would sing : — 

" Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the world go free ? 
No, there's a cross for every one. 
And there's vi cross for me." 

And SO she went on, singing along her pilgrimage, 
her husband watching, and hearing, and feeling, and 
resisting it all, until at length her heart got too full 
for song, and turning to her husband, she exclaimed, 
with an appealing look, ^' I love Jesus — DO you?" 
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This was too much for a poor sinner to bear ; the 
husband's heart was broken bj love, and bound up 
by Jesus' gentle hand, and he confessed his Savior as 
Lord and King. 

The first part of this testimony gave power to the 
last. " I LOVE Jesus." Can you say it, and feel it, 
and sing it, and act it? If so, you can ask others if 
they love him too. But how many want others to 
love Jesus when they cannot and dare not tell wheth- 
er they themselves love him or not. This will never 
do. Men must be saved themselves before they can 
win others. They must come to Jesus or they cannot 
show others the way. And when they have found, 
and felt, and known his power, then they can say to 
other hearts, the precious, saving words : — ** 1 hve Je- 
sus — DO YOU ? " 



Alexander's Portrait. 

It is a marvelous tact that we Protestants have of 
finding out each other's faults, and shutting our eyes 
to each other's excellencies. I know no denomina- 
tion of Christians upon earth in which there are not 
many excellencies; and alas, no denomination in 
which are not found surpassing defects. There is no 
perfect union attainable upon earth. But we might 
look less than we do at each other's faults, and look 
more than we are prone to look at each other's excel- 
lencies. Wben an eminent painter was requested to 
paint Alexander the Great, so as to give a perfect like- 
ness of the Macedonian conqueror, he felt a difficulty, 
vlexar'^^'' 'o ^I's 'vars had been etrnpV by a sword, 
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and across his forebead was an immense scar. The 
painter said, If I retain the scar it will be an oflfence 
to the admirers of the monarch, and if I omit it it 
will fail to be a perfect likeness — what shall I do? 
He hit upon a happy expedient ; he represented the 
emperor leaning on his elbow, with his forefinger up- 
on his brow, accidentally, as it seemed, covering the 
scar upon his forehead. Might not we represent each 
other with the finger of charity upon the scar, in- 
stead of representing the scar deeper, darker, and 
blacker than it actually is ? Might not Christians 
learn from heathendom a lesson of charity, of human 
kindness, and of love ? 

Oriental Usages. 

In Western Asia, one who eats of the salt of a 
chieftain, is ever after entitled to his protection and 
friendship. In Eastern and Southern Asia the same 
is true of the Betel or Areca nui. This highly astrin- 
gent fruit is chewed with tobacco, chuDam, and serie 
leaf, by all c]as.-'es and both sexes, from morning till 
night, except at meal times. 

Whenever a friend calls, or a neighbor steps in on 
business, he is always invited to partake of the Betel, 
handed round by the host or hostess ; and one who 
has thus partaken, need never fear treachery or inju- 
ry of any kind from his friend. They have eaten 
Betel-nut together, and therefore they are bound to 
each other by the most indissoluble bonds of sacred 
friendship. 

Christian friends, is there not between us and our 
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brethren, and between Christ and his people a far 
higher and holier bond of union? We are partakers 
together of his death — washed in the same blood — 
fed by the same bread and water of life — and shall we 
not " love each other with pure hearts fervently," and 
Him supremely who has bought us with his own pre- 
cious blood? 



In the Stocks. 

In a beautiful English village where the beer-shop 
at the corner was making mischief as usual, a poor 
drunkard — once a bright-eyed little fellow in the vil- 
lage school, who, but for the evil example of an in- 
temperate father, might have become a clever and 
useful man — who had often been fined by the mag- 
istrate for being drunk, was at length put in the vil- 
lage stocks, close by the gate of the church. 

It was a very sad sight. The villagers were gath- 
ered round, looking on, some with pity, some in de- 
rision, and others in disgust. 

One little girl, who had hold of 'her father's hand, 
inquired : *' Father, why have they put him in the 
stocks?" 

** Because he gets drunk," replied the father. 

" When will they put you in the stocks, father? for 
you get drunk, you know," innocently asked the child. 

The question sat the father to thinliing, and he re- 
solved to stop where he was before reaching the stocks^ 

If men could only see the end of rum-drinking 
they would stop before they begin. Like the old cup 
which had a serpent coiled up in the bottom, the 
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drunkard's cup may brim with rosy babbles, but the 
dregs are sorrow, shame and death. '* At the l^t 
it biteth like a serpent and stingeth like an adder." 

Think of this as you begin the drunkard's career. 
No man is born ia drunkard. No man ever intends to 
be a drunkard. No man can tell the day when he 
becomes a drunkard. The only step that is noticea- 
ble is the first one, and the best place to leave off is at 
the beginning. 

If we persist, sorrow will come. It is only a ques- 
tion of time. ** When will they put you in the stocks ? " 
When will you be bound in chains you cannot break ? 
All drinkers are of two classes, those who could leave 
off but will noty and those who would leave off but 
cannot. Which class are you in to-day ? In the first? 
How long before you will be in the second ? When 
will redness of eyes, and redness of nose, and weak- 
ness, and haggardness, and misery, and shame, and 
disgrace, and poverty, and imprisonment, and death, 

close up the scene ? 

The best time to stop is now. Let the poison alone. 

Keep clear of the serpent. Shun the adder. Escape 

the stocks. 



Husband and Wife. 

Between you two, let no third person come to 
share the secret grief or joy that belongs to your two 
hearts alone. Let neither father, mother, brother nor 
Bister be the confident of that which concerns your 
domestic peace. Bear all things, suffer all thingii^ 
but in silence and sadness. Beware how you disclose 
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that which, once disclosed you can never again con- 
ce4>,l. Pour out your sorrows in the ear of your 
Heavenly Father — the sympathy of Jesus is always 
ready, always ample, always safe. Set yourselves to 
regain the lost aJBTections of other days. Bring back 
the old times of tender^ gentle sympathy. Let a mo- 
ment of alienation, or years ot estrangement, be healed 
and forgotten in after moments and years of intense 
love ; but never let the wall of another's confidence 
be built up between you and your companion's heart. 



A Godless House. 

A little boy, three years old, whose father was 
careless, prayerless, and irreligious, spent several 
months in the dwelling of a godly family, where he 
was taught in the simple elements of divine truth. 

The good seed fell into good and tender soil, and 
the child learned to note the difference between a 
prayerless and a Christian dwelling. One day, as 
some one was conversing with the little fellow about 
the great and good God, the child said — 

** We liav^nt got any Ood at My papa^s housed 

Alas, how many such houses there are in our world 
and land ; houses where there is no prayer, no praise, 
no worship, no God ! And what homes are they for 
children, aye, and for men and women too. How 
much better is the pure atmosphere of Christian love, 
than the cold, selfish worldliness of a godless home. 

Said an ungodly man: **I never was so near 
heaven, and probably never shall be again as wheh 
1 sp'^nt \ da^ ^'n th^ ho^^^e o:^ ^^[)(^^f^z&r Br^wn," -^ 
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godly scotoTimaii who guided his houseliolJ in the 

fear of the Lord. 

Would that there were more such homes, the 

memory of which might shed a holy savor over many 

a wanderer's heart, and lead the sad and lonely sons 

of sorrow and of tears to look forward to the gladness 

of the eternal gathering, beyond the toils and tears 

and trials of this weary pilgrimage. 

To such homes the weary come for rest, and the 

troubled for consolation. The Son of Peace is there, 

and the peace of God's messengers abides within the 

humble dwelling. Blessed be such homes, and may 

ours ever be of this number. 



"The Just for the Unjust." 

About sixty years ago, manufacturers in the west 
of England introduced machinery, by which many 
men were thrown out of employ. A riot ensued, and 
a building in which the machines were was set on fire. 
Soon afterward, a young man was apprehended and 
sent to prison, charged with having kindled the flames. 
At the time of his trial, two persons testified that they 
saw him commit the act. On this testimony he was 
found guilty, and in a few weeks hanged. 

On the day of his death a large number of men, 
from the town where he had lived, assembled, asked 
for, and received the body, which they took to his 
home, buried him amid general lamentation and sor- 
row, and built a monument to his memory. Do you 
ask why they did this ? The answer is, He was inno- 
cent of the crime for which he died, having b^eD 
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mistaken for his brother, and suffered in his stead— 
the innocent for the guilty. 

This he did knowingly and willingly, rather than 
see his brother die. The just having suffered for the 
unjust, there was no law that could reach the guilty 
brother. Law having been satisfied with its victim, 
was now on the side of the offender, no one daring to 
molest him or make him afraid ; yet, while free from 
condemnation, he could not forgive himself. He left 
his home, was for years a sailor, and at last died in 
Greenwich Hospital, having, as there is reason to 
hope, repented of his sins, and believed in Jesus, 
"who suffered, the just for the unjust, that he might 
bring us to God." 

We admire the devotion of this noble brother ; we 
honor him, though he fills a felon's grave ; nor do we 
wonder that he who was spared could not, forgive 
himself his crime. But have we no gratitude and 
reverence and obedience for Him who " bore our sins 
in his own body on the tree," and by whose " stripes 
we are healed ? " 

Sacred Scars. 

Ancient story relates that when EoHYLUS was 
brought before the tribunal, charged with grave of- 
fences, and was in danger of being condemned to 
die, his brother Amintas, seeing his peril, appeared 
before the court, and throwing off his mantle, held up 
before the judges the stump of an arm which he had 
lost upon a hard-fought field, where he defended hia 
country's cause. He spoke no words, and words were 
not needed ;-7-his silent plea prevailed, and the mute 
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appeal of the maimed and wouoded hero saved his 
brother from a felon's fate, and with loud acclaim the 
grateful people spared the accused prisoner through 
reverence for his heroic brother's scars. 

We recently heard of an American officer who had 
fought in the recent late war, and who, when the storm 
of battle had subsided, and peace had returned again, 
was seated in his pleasant parlor, musing on the turbu- 
lent scenes through which he had passed, and which 
seemed in the retrospect like some wild and terrible 
dream. Suddenly the door-bell rang. The officer rose 
to open to the new comer, and a lame and weather-beat- 
en soldier stood before him. 

" Will you buy my books, sir? " he said. 

'* I do not wish them," was the quick reply, and the 
door was closed in the face of the humble enquirer. 

The officer resumed his seat, but strange question- 
ings arose in his mind. Was not that the face of ono 
he knew? Had he not heard that voice before? Im- 
pressed as with the fear of some ill act, he quickly ad- 
vanced to the door, and on opening it again, there 
stood the bravo hero of many battles with the big 
tears starting from his eyes. He spoke again : 

*' Don't you know me, Colonel?" 

The voice had a well remembered sound. And this 
time it fell not on dead ears nor a stony heart. The 
maimed soldier was recognized as one who had fought 
on many a field of daring and carnage by the officer's 
side, and who was covered all over with glorious 
scars, the tokens of his patriotism and bravery. 

Instantly the door was flung wide open, and the vet- 
eran was welcomed into the mansion of the opulent 
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officer, who, with tears in his eyes, fell on the hero's 
neck and embraced him. The scene that followed the 
rccoGrnition was one never to be forojotten, and the 
Colonel afterwards, relating the incident of the meet- 
ing, said he felt at that greeting a veneration for his 
old comrade almost amounting to a feeling of worship. 

And we shall never forget with what reverence we 
once looked upon a soldier of the revolution. Hia 
head was white with the snows of one hundred and 
four winters ; his once manly form was bowed, and the 
right leg was deeply scarred with the mark of a bullet 
received in the old days that tried men's souls, in the 
memorable struggle of Independence. He had seen 
Washington, had held the steed for the general to 
mount, and had served under his banner in battle. 
We asked him concerning other days, and the aged 
veteran stood erect, raised his voice, threw up hia 
hands, and with a burst of enthusiasm told how well 
he remembered the "Father of his country," and how 
in a season of deadly strife, led by the great command- 
er, he had won the distinguished mark which no lapse 
of years could efface, and which was now proudly ex- 
hibited as a proof of a long and brave defence of the 
liberties secured for a mighty nation. We could have 
clasped him in our arms, sat at his feet, and shared 
with him our last cracker and penny. He passed away 
to his rest long ago, but the incident, and the old sol- 
dier's story, and that sacred scar, will never fade from 
memory. 

And if such circumstances awaken tender emotion, 
and stir up grateful recollections, how should we re- 
member the grander heroism of the Captain of our 
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aalvation, the wounds and scars of our Beloved, and the 
marvelous love that prompted him, wlien he fought, 
and bled, and died, not for a single nation alone, 
but for a whole world; died, not alone for those who 
would love his memory and venerate his sacred form, 
but for those also who hated him without a cause. 
And did he not stand on guard for us against the 
host of hell, and watch and pray in the lonely moun- 
tain out-posts, and tread the bloody wine-press alone, 
to save from a rebel's doom a w^hole race of sinners? 
Did he not give his cheek to the smiters, his hands 
and feet to the nails, his body to the scourge, hin side 
to the spear, and his royal head to the thorns, to win 
for us eternal redemption ? 

Did it not please the Father to suffer the Evil One to 
bruise him? And w^ere not all these the wounds he 
received in the house of his professed friends? And 
was it not by his pierced side that a fountain was 
opened to wash away our sins? And did not the 
thorny crown he wore, purchase for us a crown of 
glory that fadeth not away? Were not his sighs 
breathed out into a sin-burthened uir to fill its wastes 
with blessings? And did not his tears fall into earth's 
weary bosom to one day hush its groans forever? 
And did he stay for any sacrifice, or fear any foe, or 
shrink from any suffering, when like a mighty re- 
deeming King he set his hand to put down earth's re- 
bellion, and bring again Freedom and Peace to a uni- 
verse? And when the morning of victory had come, did 
he not exhibit those glorious scars to his chosen, as 
proofs of his conquering courage and his matchless 
love? And who but him couM conquer Satan, Death, 
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and Hell, and save a ruined race? — Conquer, not for a 
mere life-time of human or secular glory, such as the 
sword of the soldier wins, but instead, a long and 
sweet eternity of bliss ! 

Oh, here is one whom men may well venerate. 
Here is a Divine Hero whose wasteless aflfection, and 
calm and princely bearing, whether amid insult or 
royalty, is worthy of adoration. Here is One whom 
angels worship, and why should we not worship him, 
and vow eternal fealty to his cause ? — we, for whose 
sake he wears those glorious scars. When he holds 
up the pierced hand, all lips should speak his praise. 
When he exhibits his broken body afresh, all eyes 
should swim with tears. Oh, those glorious scars 1 I 
seem to behold them yet, though the bright form that 
wears them sits enthroned among the cherub bands 
that hide their faces before the gleam and grandeur of 
his unapproachable glory! High in yonder realms of 
light, Christ the Lord is yet worshiped as the **Lamb" 
appearing to all eyes " as it had been slain." As I 
gaze, the splendor vanishes, and the once pale visage, 
the drooping eye-lid, the unearthly look of pity, the^ 
bleeding hands and feet, the agonized form, the bowed 
head, the blood-matted hair, and the thorn-pierced 
brow of the royal suflferer, — our injured King, our 
dying Lord, come up before me, and I lose my foot- 
hold amid the thronging recollections of such a God- 
like passion, and dissolve in tears. Was there ever 
pain or love like thine, Jesu»! Was there ever 
such conflict as Thou didst wage, or such victory as 
Thou didst win for us, O Christ? Let everything 
that hath breath unite to sing with universal voice, 
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the sacred praise of Him who died for us upon the 
shameful cross. 

*'FiYe bleeding wounds He bears, 

Received on Calvary ; 
They pour effectual prayers, 

They strongly speak for me : 
'Forgive him, 0, forgive,* they cry, 
'Nor let the ransomed sinner die I ' " 

Can we ever forget our slain Lamb ? Other Mends 
may be forgotten, but will Se ever fade from memory? 
To-day he lives in glory; and his entire heavenly life 
and his almighty energy, are spent, not in creating new 
worlds, but in seeking to save lost men, and bless a 
race for which he bled and died. 

It may be he is only presented in the heavenly vis- 
ion as the slain Lamb in retrospective rememberance 
of his earthly crucifixion, and to show that he is fill- 
ing up the remainder of his cup of suffering in his 
mystic body, the church, and the rapture of immor- 
tality, and the enshrouding with ineffable glory, may 
have long since effaced those hallowed scars which were 
touched by an apostle's fingers. But we can scarcely 
be persuaded from the belief that the crowned Lord 
and King will forever wear them as a token of what 
it cost to redeem a world, and as a sacred remem- 
brancer, for all the universe, of the hideousness of that 
rebellion and sin that murderously inflicted wounds 
and death upon the Son of God. Ah! how does the 
heart leap forward at the thought, that at some day, — 
may be sooner than we think, we shall behold the 
scarred Savior of mankind coming in the clouds of 
heaven. Evil men will exclaim, "It is He whom we 
have pierced and wounrled. " >rt({ qp^v refuge from 
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his burning eye under the falling rocks and moun- 
tains: but, — 

With what different exclamation 
Shall the saints his banner see I 

"By the monuments of his passiotiy 
By the marks received for me I 
All discern him , 

All with shonts cry out — "'Tis heI " 

Oh, Christian reader, remember his word: '* Thine 
eyes shall see the King in his beauty," — they shall 
see him as he is, — they shall be with him where he 
is and behold his glory, — and so shall we ever be 
with the Lord. Then through the ages of ages we 
shall be permitted to gaze on those sacred scars. Oh, 

** How shall our joy and wonder rise, 
When our returning King 
Shall bear us upward through the skies 
On Love's triumphant wing I '* d. t. t. 

Already Enlisted. 

All English captain, in the year 1759, who was 
beating up for recruits in the vicinity of Bethlehem, 
Pennsylvania, met one day a Moravian Indian, and 
asked him whether he had a mind to be a soldier. 

"No," answered he; '*I am already engaged." 

"Who is your captain?" asked the officer. 
"I have a very brave and excellent captain," replied 
the Indian. " His name is Jesus Christ. Him wil^ I 
serve as long as I live. My life is at his disposal." 

Reproved by the Indian's answer, the officer left 
him unmolested. Well would it be for all Christians 
who are invited to participate in scenes of bloody 
strife, if they would also remember that they are al- 
ready enlisted and that their Captain's latest order to 
his only fighting apostle was, " Put up thy sword." 
That order has never been withdrawn or counter- 
manded. 
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" Why Don't They Speak to Us ?'* 

The words were not intended for my ear — they 
came to me from a stranger's lips — ^but they touched 
my heart more than many sermons on nnfaithfulness 
in duty could -have done. The speaker was a young 
man, and from what followed I concluded he had said 
that no one cared for his soul. " You are mistaken," 
said his friend, earnestly ; " Christians care for you." 
" Then why dont they speaJc iOTisT^ 

I heard no more, but the words rung in my ears, 
and the echo sounded in my heart. I passed on, but 
my thoughts were busy, and again and again I asked 
myself, "Why don't we speak to them?" In our 
daily intercourse with men we meet many who are 
unreconciled to Christ, and yet how slow are we to 
speak to them of a Savior's love, and point them to 
" the Lamb of God who taketh away the sins of the 
world." We talk to them about our friends, but 
make no mention of that Friend dearer than any 
earthly, " who sticketh closer than a brother;" of busi- 
ness, but not of the great business of life ; of riches, 
but forget Him who, " though He was rich, for our 
sakes became poor, that we, through His poverty, 
might be rich." On all other topics we can speak 
with freedom, but on this most important of all sub- 
jects we. are — alas, how often! — silent, even when si- 
lence seems to be indifference, 

V There are few who will not listen respectfully, if 
kindly approached by one whom they respect as a 
follower of Christ. How then does it become us 
who profess the name of Christ, to " let our light so 
shine before men, that <hft. nav tal^'o knowledge of 
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US that we have been with Jesus." Let us confess 
and forsake our sins, and, kindly taking our impeni- 
tent friends by the hand, speak to them of the pre- 
ciousness of Jesus' love, and urge them to come to 
Him. Let none rise up in the last great day of ac- 
count and say, " Why did you not speak to me about 
my Savior ? " 

Sailing by a Star. 

The assurance of some skeptics, who boast that 
they once believed the Bible, but have now got be- 
yond all that, and are following new and greater light, 
is very fairly illustrated by the story of the Hiberni- 
an sailor, who was left one night in charge of the 
helm, with directions from the captain to keep his eye 
on a certain star, and steer the vessel directly towards 
it; — which he promised faithfully to do. 

The captain went below, and fell asleep; — after a 
while he awoke, went on deck, and found the vessel 
sailing in a course exactly opposite to that in which 
he had directed the helmsman to steer. 

** What does all this mean, Patrick? " 

*' Faith, captain, ye must pick me out another star, 
for I^ve sailed clear by (hat one/^^ 

Just so, m-.ny have turned their back on God, and 
heaven, and light, and peace, and think they have 
sailed by all the revelations of God, and want some 
one to pick them out another star. And Satan is 
ready to do it ; and when their eyes are turned away 
from Him who is the light of the world, he flaunts be- 
fore them, to lure them to their ruin, the phantom 
glare of some wandering star, " to whom is reserved 
the blackness of darkness forever and ever." 
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The Doomed Village. 

" A Swiss traveler," says a writer in the Edin* 
burgh Beview^ " describes a village, situated on the 
slope of a great mountain, of which the strata shelve 
in the direction of the place. Huge crags, directly 
overhanging the village, and massy enough to sweep 
the whole of it into the torrent below, have become 
separated from the main body of the mountain in the 
course of ages by great fissures, and now scarce ad- 
here to it. When they give way, the village must 
perish ; it is only a question of time, and the catas- 
trophe may happen any day. For years past engin- 
eers have been sent to measure the width of the fis- 
sures, and report them constantly increasing. The 
villagers, for more than one generation, have been 
aware of their danger ; subscriptions have been once 
or twice opened to enable them to remove ; yet they 
live on in their doomed dwellings, from year to year, 
fortified against the ultimate certainty and daily prob- 
ability of destruction by the common sentiment, 
* Things may last their time and longer.' " 

Like the dwellers in this doomed village, the world's 
inhabitants have grown careless and secure in sin. 
The scoffers of the last days are around us, saying, 
" Where is the promise of His coming? For since 
the fathers fell asleep all things continue as they were 
from the beginning of creation." But in saying this, 
they are too confid^.nt. Nothing is permanent that 
has sin about it, nothmg secure that has wrath above 
it, and flames of fire beneath. Sin has once deluged 
the world with water, it shall deluge it again with 
waves of fire. Sodom and Gomorrah are the types 
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that foreshow the doom of those that live ungodly in 
these latter times, and he who can walk this reeling 
world unmoved by all the tokens of its fiery doom, 
must either have a rock of refuge where his soul may 
rest secure, or else must have fallen into a strange care- 
lessness, and a sad forgetfulness of God. 

But we need not wonder that the world has little 
thought of the coming day of wrath. Thus it was fore- 
told. The Virgins will slumber and sleep until the 
solemn cry proclaims "the Bridegroom comethi" and 
men will say "' Peace and safety," till the final storm 
bursts in fury on their heads. For as it was in the 
days of Noah and of Lot, when men were eating, drink- 
ing, buying, selling, planting and building, marrying 
and giving in marriage, till the day of trouble came, 
even thus shall it be when the Son of Man appears. 

But when the long- forgotten prophecies shall be ful- 
filled, in which God says that *'There shall be a great 
shaking in the land of Israel so that the fishes of the 
sea, and the fowls of the heavens, and the beasts of the 
field and all creeping things that creep upon the earth, 
and all the men that are upon the face of the earth, 
shall shake at my presence, and the mountains shall 
be thrown down, and the steep places shall fall, and 
every wall shall fall to the ground," men shall sorrow 
in vain over their carelessness and sin, lamenting that 
the harvest is past, the summer ended, and they un- 
gathered, unpardoned, unsaved, unblest at last. 

And will a careless, guilty world, to whom these 
pages shall come, continue to forget the coming Judge, 
and slight his offered Son? Will none heed hia 
breath in the cyclone, nor see his hand in the tossing 
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main, nor perceive his awful march, his stately step- 
pings in the earthquake's desolating tread, nor hear hia 
voice in the thunders that shake the air, nor discern 
the glance of his angry eye in the lightnings that 
flash and burn ? And will sinners still refuse to lis- 
ten to the entreaties of Jehovah's living Word? 
Shall all things continue to be attributed to secondary 
causes, and the Omnipotent Being who performs these 
wonders, and before whose tribunal of judgment, 
sooner or later, every soul must certainly appear, be 
put far away ? Eeader, dare you continue in sin and 
forget God ? 

Pressed down, and awed with an overwhelming 
sense of the impending doom of our world, and the 
possibility of that doom overtaking the worldly- 
minded and thoughtless multitudes of mankind at any 
moment, and shuddering at the terrible sins that are 
lighting the torch with which the last fires are to be 
kindled, — we send out far and wide our solemn and 
earnest warning, beseeching men by the love of 
Christ, not only to prepare to meet their God, but to 
seek meekness, and live holily before Him, and to 
watch and pray always that they may be accounted 
worthy to escape all these things that shall come to 
pass, and to stand before the Son of Man 1 

From "X^ Coming Earthquake,''^ 

Trusting in a Long Life. 

It fareth with most men's lives, as with the sand in 
a deceptive hour-glass ; look but upon it in outward 
appearance, and it seemeth far more than it is, because 
it riseth up upon the sides, whilst the sand is empty and 
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hollow in the midst thereof, so that when it sinks 
down in an instant, a quarter of an hour is gone in a 
moment. Thus many men are mistaken in their own 
account, reckoning upon threescore and ten years, the 
age of a man, because their bodies appear strong and 
lusty. Alas, health may be hollow, there may be 
some inward infirmity and imperfection unknown to 
them, so that death may surprise them on a sudden, 
and they be cut down like the grass. ><^ 

The Spoiled Painting. 

When Sir James Thornhill was painting the inside 
of the cupola of St. Paul's, he stepped back one day 
to see the efiect of his work, and came, without 
observing it, so near the edge of the scaflfolding thj^t 
another step or two would have proved his death. 
A friend, who was there and saw the danger, rushed 
forward, and snatching up a brush, rubbed it straight 
over the painting. Sir James, transported with rage, 
sprang forward to save his work, and received the 
explanation : " Sir, b}' spoiling the painting, I have 
saved the life of the painter." 

And has not our heavenly Friend many times 
wrought thus to save a soul from death ? Often in 
their blind idolatry, men have walked near the verge 
of utter and eternal ruin. And when nothing else 
would save them, God has broken their reverie by 
some strange and startling act ; — and when their rage • 
and wrath were done, they have found that a kind 
heart guided the destroying hand, and that mercy pre- 
sided at the ruin of their hopes and joys. Thus does 
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the Lord, in his wisdom, mar the pride of our glory ; 
but who that sees the mercy he has in view, would 
not praise him for his goodness ? Who that has felt 
his chastening cannot bear witness to his love ? Let 
us murmur no more at his chastisements ; let us rath- 
er say in the words of the poet : — 

** I love to see my Father's hand, 
Though oft it bears a rod ; 
'Twill lead me to the promised landy 
The city of my God.»» 



A Good Criticism. 

It is said that old Father Bushnell, of Vermont, 
used to relate a story of a little boy who was one day 
sitting right at his feet, and looking up into his face 
while he was standing and preaching in a densely 
crowded room. 

As the old man was going on very earnestly, he 
happened to repeat some remark he had previously 
uttered, when the little fellow spoke out: 

'* You said that afore 1 " 

Mr. Bushnell used to say, that was the best criticism 
he ever received on his preaching in his life. 

I have sometimes thought I should like to have 
that same little boy come to meetings now-a-days ; I 
think a good many sermons, prayers, and exhortations 
might be reduced in length and increased in depth if 
their authors would heed his words, and instead of 
using long preliminaries and tedious repetitions, and 
saying, *' As I have before remarked," they would say 
what the Lord wants them to, and stop. 

A good many things that weary patient hearers, 
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have been " said afore," and said a good many times 
"afore," either by the same speaker or by somebody- 
else, until they have got as old, and stale, and dry, 
and mouldy as the bread of the Gibeonites, (Joshua 
ix. 5,) and it would be well for such talkers to search 
the Scriptures and live near the Lord, and so find 
something to say which had not been said " afore." 



" Make Yourself at Home." /< 

'*Make yourself at home," is the heartiest welcome, 
and, '* It does seem like home, here," the best token 
that the welcome is acceptable and accepted. And 
when you have given this welcome, oh, worthy house- 
wife, do not spoil it by too great carefulness about 
many things, or by being cumbered with too much 
service. Do you seat your idle guests away in the 
parlor while you toil and labor alone for their com- 
fort ? This is not like home. Do you weary your- 
self to prepare all delicacies of food, for their taste, 
and put on all adornments of raiment for them to be- 
hold ? This is not like home. Do you make great 
ado about splendid rooms and costly furniture? This 
is not home. All these things can be bought with 
money in the hotel, where a full purse makes you 
welcome at sight, and an empty one turns you out of 
doors without delay. 

Home is something better than these. You can 
show it in looks, words, tones, and behavior. You 
can feel it in your glowing heart and indicate it in 
your welcoming hand; and in kindly sympathy and 
social converse the weary stranger finds something 
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home-like, which is neither purchased nor purchasa- 
ble, which makes a long journey thither seem a pleas- 
ure, and a dinner of herbs taste sweet ; and which is 
better than the luxuries of bed and board, or the 
splendors of palace and mansion ; something which 
has its root in honor, courtesy, and Christian love; 
and its fruit in kindly sympathies, tender acts, home- 
like quietude, and pleasant and fragrant recollections. 

The Bible. K 

Of all books, the most remarkable in its history, 
the noblest in its origin, and the mightiest in its in- 
fluence, is the Bible. It has been studied with de- 
voutest love, and persecuted with bitterest hatred. 
Eevered, neglected, admired, abhorred, it has pursued 
its course, enlightening the ignorant, convicting the 
guilty, comforting the sorrowful, and encouraging and 
strengthening the resolute and bold. 
- Its contents are adapted to the needs of all ; and it 
has proved a teacher to the wise as well as to the ig- 
norant, and the testimony borne to its influence and 
its beauties by learned and literary men is as worthy of 
remark as the simple encomiums of the lowly and 
the ignorant, who have found comfort in its words. 

Petrarch said, " If all other books were destroyed, 
this one retained would be a greater treasure than all 
the millions ever published by mortal man." Sir 
Matthew Hale deems it **full of light and wisdom." 
Milton "admired and loved to dwell upon it for its 
clearness and truth." Steele saw " something more 
than human " even in its style. Addison recommends 
the frequent perusal of it as the surest way to mako 
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life happy. Sir William Jones finds in it "more true 
sublimity, more exquisite beauty, more pure morality, 
more important history, and finer strains both of poe- 
try and eloquence, than can be collected from all oth- 
er books that were ever composed in any age or in 
any idiom." When Mrs. Hemans lay on her death- 
bed she repeated whole chapters of Isaiah with re- 
joicing lips ; and the friends of Sir Walter Scott, as 
his life was closing, caught the sound of broken 
verses of Isaiah, and now and then the simple lines 
of some Scottish psalm which were themselves sug- 
gested by its truths. 

The Psalms were the favorite book of Hooker, of 
Home, and of Luther, who regarded them as the 
choicest trees in the garden of the Lord. The epistles 
of Paul were seldom out of the hands of Chrysostom, 
the golden-mouthed orator of the early church. The 
martyr Eidley tells us incidentally in his farewell to 
his friends, that he had learned nearly the whole of 
them in the course of his solitary walks at Oxford. 
Boyle could quote in the original Greek any passage 
of the New Testament that might happen to be 
named. On Daniel and Eevelation, Sir Isaac New- 
ton spent some of the ripest hours of his life. Locke 
devoted twelve years to the study of the epistles and 
of the whole Bible, which he has carefully analyzed. 
It is a proof of the esteem in which Leighton held 
the whole book, that his French Bible, preserved in 
the library at Dumblane, is filled with manuscript ex- 
tracts from ancient commentators; while in an Eng- 
lish copy he was accustomed to use, there is hardly a 
line unmarked by his pencil 
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Among the early Waldenses, a requisite for ordi- 
nation, we are told, was that the candidate be able to 
repeat from memory the four Gospels, together with 
all the epistles and the book of Psalms. Would that 
the same rule were enforced elsewhere to-day I There 
might be fewer ordinations, but there would be bet- 
ter preachers of the Word of God. 

It may be affirmed that, of the nearly eight thou- 
sand verses of which the New Testament is composed, 
there are few that have not touched the hearts, arous- 
ed the conscience, or confirmed the faith of some 
whose lives were devoted to the Master's service, and 
who shall shine in his kingdom like the stars forever 
and ever. Usher, for example, ascribes his conver- 
sion to Eomans xii. 1 : " I beseech you therefore, 
brethren, by the mercies of God, that ye present your 
bodies a living sacrifice, holy and acceptable unto 
God, which is your reasonable service." Toplady 
refers for the same purpose to Ephesians xi. 13 : 
*^ But now in Christ Jesus ye who sometimes were far 
off are made nigh by the blood of Christ." It is fit- 
ting that he whose matchless hymn has comforted the 
church these hundred years, should point to this pas- 
sage as the one which first awakened him to the fact 
that he was a guilty sinner, far from God, upon whose 
head a fearful storm of wrath should one- day fall ; 
leading him to cry out, in view of his guilt and help- 
lessness, 

** Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Tliee." 

It has been said by a certain writer that, " No book 
in the world was ever so generally possessed and so 
little comprehended as the Bible at the present day ; 
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for while it is more widely circulated than ever be- 
fore, it is much less read than formerly, and scarcely 
at all understood. The result is, that the pulpit was 
never so powerless ; scepticism never so rampant, and 
happy Christians never so rare." 

It requires a knowledge of the Word of God, with 
faith therein, to make a true Christian. Such were 
the early martyrs. Their books were few ; but in 
knowledge of the Scriptures they far surpassed the 
professed followers of Christ in this day of books and 
Bibles. Those heroic men could see their goods de- 
stroyed, and their families houseless and homeless, 
wandering about in mountains, in dens and caves of 
the earth ; and then, even at the stake, could shout 
and sing, while the ascending flames wrapped them in 
their fiery arms ; sustained amid all these things by 
their faith in the Word of God. 

Do we love the blessed Bible sufficiently to suflfer a 
martyr's death, rather than deny our faith in its 
truths, should the storms of persecution again arise ? 
Let us love and study it more : let us search it as for 
hid treasures. 

The Bible-reading of the present day is too much a 
form ; a part of our religious routine. Let us rather 
follow the example of those learned and worthy men 
whose devoted love for that good Book we have re- 
corded, and really study the Bible. No study so ex- 
pands and ennobles the mind, as that of the Holy 
Scriptures. Every page is marked by a majesty and 
purity which belong to no other composition ; and no 
one can long breathe its atmosphere without purify- 
ng his taste. **plargincr hip ^inA^ and ^mprovi"^ 1^^ 
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heart. It is the storehouse of Divine truth ; the 
only key to the mysteries of existence ; and the sure 
revelation of mercy to sinners. Let us, by an earnest, 
careful, prayerful study of its pages, seek to be made 
wise unto salvation. /\ 

The Storm and the Calm. 

Some time ago, a vessel named " The William and 
Ann," was wrecked near Dunbar. The night was 
terribly tempestuous with wind and snow, and the 
crew had to take refuge at the mast heads from the 
sea that was breaking over the ship. Here, with 
diificulty, from the rolling of the vessel and the cold- 
ness of the night, did the poor seamen hold on with 
no eye upon them but the eye of God. All were 
expecting death every moment. The men were in 
the greatest state of alarm, amid the roar of the tem- 
pest, begging the captain to pray for them ; the 
hardest sinner crying the loudest for mercy. But 
while the captain did what he could to direct them to 
the Savior, he felt that he had enough to do in trim- 
ming his own lamp in that awful hour. He was ab- 
sorbed with thoughts of his own safety ; his mind 
ran from one thing to another ; he looked first to his 
feelings, but these afforded him no comfort ; he look- 
ed next to his practice, but with so much evil and 
shortcoming attached to everything he did, that his 
works would not bear inspection. He next thought 
on his labors for the salvation of his fellow men — 
preaching in every port he entered ; — but these fur- 
nished no solid ground of hope or peace ; imperfection 
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marked all his doings, and his heart was ready to 
sink within him ; when a happy thought, doubtless 
from the spirit of God, entered his mind. It was 
as if these words had been whispered in his ear, 
" Look to Jesus ; you have His atonement, what more 
would you have? " 

Immediately, as if a load* had been removed from 
his shoulders, his soul bounded into light and liberty. 
Never before had Christ Jesus appeared to him so 
precious — Christ alone, Christ all in all, and the soul 
complete in him. During the rest of that terrible 
night, the captain went through his dangers and du- 
ties with cheerfulness : the fear of death was gone. 
He was safe in Jesus. 

Just after this, the ship was thrown over a largo 
rock, and lay comparatively still ; the captain ven- 
tured down on deck, and sung out to his crew to fol- 
low him ; they launched the boat under the lee side 
of the ship ; the crew entered her, the captain fol- 
lowed, and under the guidance of God, safely reach- 
ed the shore, where, wet and shivering with cold, 
they kneeled, and gave thanks to God for their mar- 
velous deliverance. 

Learn from this, dear children of grace, at all times, 
and especially in the hour of danger and death, to 
look, not to your experience, practice, or labors, for 
comfort and safety; but to Jesus Christ alone, . 

<* Lo ! the great ITij^h Priest nscended, ^^ 

Pleads the merit of his blood ; 
Venture on him, venture fully, 
Let no other trust intrude : 
None but Jesm, 
Can do helpless sinners good." 
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The Eternal Home, 

No sickDess there — 
No weary wastiDg of the frame away; 

No fearful shrinkiu^ from the midnight air- 
No dread of summer's briglit and fervid ray I 

No hidden grief. 
No wild and cheerless visions of despair ; 

No vain petition for a swift relief- 
No tearful eyes, no broken hearts are there. 

Care has no home 
Within the realm of ceaseless joy and song ; 
Its billows break away, and melt in foam, 
Par from the mansion of the holy throng ! 

The storm's black wing 
Is never spread athwart celestial skies ! 

Its wailings blend not with the voice of spring. 
As some too tender flowret fades and dies ! 

No night distills 
Its chilling dews upon the tender frame ; 

Nor morn is needed there ! The light which fills 
That land of glory, from its Maker came I 

No parted friends 
O'er mournful recollections have to weep I 

No bed of death enduring love attends 
To watch the coming of a pulseless sleep ! 

No blasted bower 
Or withered bud celestial gardens know ! 

No scorching blast or fierce descending shower 
Scatters destruction like a ruthless foe ! 

No battle word 
Startles the sacred host with fear and dread ! 

The song of peace, creation's morning heard, 
Is sung wherever angel minstrels tread ! 

Let us depart, 
If home like this await the weary soul ! 

Look up thou stricken one ! Tliy wounded heart. 
Shall bleed no more at sorrow's stem control. 

With Faith our guide, 
Whlte-rol)ed and innocent, to lead the way. 

Why fear to phinire in Jordan's tide, 
And dud tlie ocean of eternal day ? 



» 
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The Credit System. 

An eminent mercLant remarks, " With regard to 
the credit system that so generally prevails among 
men of business, the supposed gains, under this 
system. are very fallacious, while the net gains in the 
long run, under the cash system^ would be much more 
lucrative to the individual and more beneficial to the 
community. Besides, it is not easy to. determine 
what one's income or actual g^in really is, when the 
credit system so generally prevails. This uncertainty 
affords a pretext too often for giving as little as .pos- 
sible to the cause of God or man. If the cash sys- 
tem were generally adopted, more money would be 
paid into the Lord's treasury, and it would be a great 
restraint upon the feverish and almost insane spirit 
of speculation, interchange of indorsements, hazard- 
ous risks, and wild expansion of business that harass 
business men, lead to bankruptcy, to neglect of fam- 
ilies, to neglect of their own souls and the souls of 
others, and often to the ruin of body and soul. A 
merchant of remarkable industry and carefulness, 
now deceased, informed the writer that, during the 
thirty years he was in the wholesale importing and 
jobbing business in New York, as a dry-goods mer- 
chant, he had made a fortune of eight hundred thou- 
sand dollars ON HIS BOOKS ; but owing to bad debts, 
the account had been reduced to so small a sum that 
he gave up trade, purchased a farm in the country, 
and, not succeeding very well, his sons are now clerks 
in New York. So much for the credit system." 
If any man wants to make a fortune that will last ; 
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one that never will fluctuate; one that he can never 
spend, collect, or get hold of in any way, let him 
work early and late, drive business, trust everybody, 
and make a great fortune on his books/ He need have 
no fears of losing it; once on his books, it will gen- 
erally stay there, and he can leave it to his children 
as an uncollectable and worthless heritage. 

For our part, we prefer treasures laid up in heaven 
to money lent and goods trusted out all over creation. 
What we give to God and to his work and his poor 
children, we know is safe. What is trusted in other 
hands is quite likely to prove a permanent and unpro* 
ductive investment. 



A Young Lady's Work. 

A young lady who had often laid to heart the in- 
quiry, " What can I do ? " heard a temperance lectur- 
er say that young ladies could do much good to reform 
the poor, degraded inebriate ; and, in the fullness of 
Christian love and zeal, she hastened to the dwelling 
of a miserable drunkard who lived near. He was 
alone. His wife being on a visit to her parents, the 
wretched man had embraced the opportunity to get 
thoroughly intoxicated. For three days he had given 
himself up to the influence of strong drink. Now he 
was suffering the effects of his folly. He sat upon 
the bed, pale and haggard, longing for help, but he 
knew not whence to seek it. He then felt that " the 
way of transgressors is hard." 

As she entered, he looked up in surprise, but she 
said kindly, ** You are very ill to-day, Mr, D. ; will 
you not come over and drink a cup of coffee ? " These 
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were the first kind words he had heard for many a 
day. How soothingly they fell upon his dejected and 
conscience-smitten spirit I He at first murmured some 
objection, and glanced at his soiled and tattered gar- 
ments ; but he promised to come. And when he at 
length made his appearance, she was surprised to see 
what efforts he had made to render his person respect- 
able. His matted hair was combed, his beard cut, and 
he had even attempted to mend his clothes. 

Gathering courage from her success thus far, the 
young lady sat by him at the table to help him to the 
refreshments, of which he eagerly partook, and to 
watch a favorable moment to make a serious impres- 
sion upon his mind. At length it came. With tears 
in his bloodshot eyes, he thanked her for her kind- 
ness ; but, said he, '* How came you to think of such 
a miserable wretch as I ? When you came to me, I 
was so very wretched, I had even thought of killing 
myself." " But you will not think of it again," said 
she; and then with kindness and fidelity she spoke of 
the cause of his misery, and its remedy, earnestly en- 
treating him to attend the lecture in the evening, and 
sign the pledge. This he promised. And then she 
warned him of his danger as a sinner, and begged him 
to flee from " the wrath to come." ** I thank you," 
said the poor miserable inebriate, while the fast-flow- 
ing tears attested his sincerity, " I thank you for your 
friendly warning. I have often wondered why Chris- 
tians did not talk to me ; and I verily thought it was 
because they considered me a lost man, that no one in 
this place ever spoke to me of my soul's salvation. 
But I shall remember what you have said to me." 
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And he did remember it. That night he joined the 
temperance society, and took the pledge, which he 
faithfully kept. In a few weeks he became a Chris- 
tian ; and from that time till his death he lived a con- 
sistent Christian life. 



Words for the Wedded. >^ 

How many little things tend to complete the com- 
fort of a happy home. How many little things are 
often used to spoil the peace and joy of life, and 
make men feel the woes of wedded wretchedness, in- 
stead of the raptures of domestic bliss. Fredrika 
Bremer gives good counsel to those entering upon 
married life in words like these : — 

" Deceive not one another in small things nor in 
great. One little single lie has, before now, disturbed 
a whole married life ; a small cause has often great 
consequences. Fold not the arms together and sit 
idle. Do not run much from home. One's own hearth 
is of more worth than gold. Many a marriage, my 
friends, begins like the rosy morning, and then falls 
away like a snow-wreath. And why, my friends? 
Because the married pair neglect to be as well pleas- 
ing to each other after marriage as before. Endeavor 
always, my children, to please one another, but at the 
same time keep God in your thoughts. Lavish not 
all your love on to-day, for remember that marriage 
has its to-morrow likewise, and its day after to-mor- 
row, too. Spare, as one may say, fuel for the winter. 
Consider, my daughter, what the word wife expiesses. 
The married woman is the husband's domestic faith ; 
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in her hand he must be able to confide house and fam- 
ily ; be able to entrust to her the key of his heart, as 
well as the key of his eating room. His honor and 
his home are under her keeping — his well-being in 
her hand. Think of this I And you, sons, be faith- 
ful husbands, and good fathers of families. Act so 
that your wives shall esteem and love you." 



The Gladdening Stbbam. 

Thore Is % rher the streams whereof shall make glad the dtj of Ckid." 

There is a pure and peaceful wave, 
That rolls around the throne of love ; 

Whose waters gladden as they lave 

The bright and heavenly shores abore ; — 

While streams that on that tide depend, 
Steal from those heavenly shores away ; 

And on this desert world descend, 
Over our barren land to stray. 

The pilgrim, faint, and near to sink 

Beneath his load of earthly woe ; 
Refreshed beside its verdant brink, 

Rejoices in its gentle flow. 

There, oh my soul, do thou repose, 
And hover o'er the hallowed spring. 

To drink the crystal wave that flows, 
And lave the wounded, weary wing. 

It may be, that the waft of love, 

Some leaves on that pure tide hath driven ; 
Which passing from the shores above, 
Have floated down to us from heaven ;— 

80 shall thy wants and woes be healed, 
By the blest influence that they bring ; 
80 the parched lips shall be unsealed, 
The Savior's worthy praise to sing. 
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The Valley Of Esdraelon. 

The valley of Esdraelon is a fertile plain in the 
southern part of Galilee, — the largest one in the whole 
country, it being thirty miles in length, twenty in 
breadth, and extending *'from the Mediterranean Sea 
and Mt. Carmel to the southern extremity of the Sea 
of Galilee." It is surrounded bv Mts. Carmel, Gilboa 
and Tabor, and is watered by the river called by Deb- 
orah, **that ancient river, the river Kisbon." This 
valley is noted for its battle-fields and encampment 
grounds. Here occurred the famous contest between 
Gideon, with his three hundred, and the army of Mid- 
ian. At Megiddo, in this valley, Josiah was defeated 
by Pharaoh-necho. Here was Esdraelon, or Jezreel, a 
favorite abode of Ahab, where was Naboth's vineyard ; 
and where Jezebel was killed, whose blood Hosea an- 
nounced that God would avenge on the house of Jehu. 
In this plain was Shunem, where the Philistines met 
to oppose Saul, and from fear of whom he consulted 
the witch at Endor, also in this valley. Here was 
Nain, where Christ raised the "Widow's son. But the 
most memorable place in the valley of Esdraelon is 
Nazareth, where Mary dwelt at the time of the annun- 
ciation, where our Lord spent His life from the return 
from Egypt to the Gommencement of His ministry ; 
where one day he entered the synagogue, opened the 
Scriptures, and read part of the sixty-first chapter of 
Isaiah, and spoke to the people ; and where they took 
him to the brow of a hill to cast him down therefrom. 
On Carmel, which forms the western limit of this 
plain, Elijah and Elisha dwelt. On Gilboa, a mountain 
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on the eastern extremity, Saul's army was marshaled 
previons to battle, and here Saul and three of his sons 
perished. There also arose in this plain Mt. Tabor, 
where Barak and his ten thousand encamped, and 
whence they issued forth to encounter and to defeat 
Sisera, the commander of Jabin's army. Thus have 
we seen that the valley of Esdraelon has been the scene 
of numerous conflicts ; and even in modern times, as 
late as 1799, Napoleon I. here defeated a body of Turks 
and Mamelukes; and travelers tell us that almost al- 
ways at the present day this valley serves as the en- 
campment ground of some wandering tribe of Arabs. 

Are You Sad? >( 

Do dark forebodings fill your mind ? Is all around 
you mantled as with a gloomy pall ? Does no open- 
ing appear through the dense covering which seems 
to have overspread the heaven of your soul ? Are 
you ready to despair ? What is the grand secret of 
all this ? Either you have never hnovm God, or you 
have forgotten him, ** God is love " — love to the .^nost 
guilty and self-destroyed^ as well as to the holy and 
happy. He is love to you. His whole heart of com- 
passion gathers in divine interest around you. Your 
soul is more precious to him than ever was Absalom 
to David — than ever was man to man. 

No tender parent's melting breast, 
Longs like your Ood^s to make joa blest. 

Either you have never known this, or you have for- 
gotten it for the time. You have overlooked the fact 
that He who was willing to endure the bloody sweat 
of Gethsemane, and to bear the curse of the cross, is 



raE FAMILY CIRCLE. 159 

Still the same, and as willing to aid and bless you now, 
as he was willing to die for you then. Lay your 
cross upon him. Look up to him as he is — your infi- 
nitely kind, your best Friend. Kemember what he 
feels, and what he has done for you, and your dark- 
ness will be turned into day. 



Weakness and Strength. 

Never talk of weakness when God bids you work. 
He never makes mistakes. All power is in his hands. 
What had Moses and Aaron but a rod ? — and yet they 
conquered Pharaoh, divided the sea, delivered Israel, 
and destroyed their foes. David's sling was mightier 
than Saul's armor ; and the weakness of God is ever 
stronger than men. Are you weak? See, then, that 
you are weak with " the weakness of God," and you 
shall find that his strength is made perfect in weak- 
ness, that his grace is sufficient for all your needs, and 
that he will never leave you nor forsake you. 

Said James Renwick, the martyr : " Never compare 
your sufiiciency with your work. Ye must look above 
sense, and act faith in his omnipotent power. Then, 
take heed to yourselves, and shift no duty because of 
the sense of your weakness ; for if the Lord put you 
to work, ere ye be not borne through with it, all the 
strength that is in heaven shall be forthcoming to you. 
And it is one reason why the Lord sometimes lets his 
people see so much of their own weakness, that they 
may be made to flee unto Him, and make use of Him 
for their strength. And He allows His people to tell 
Him of all their weaknesses, and to have a deep sense 
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of them upon their hearts ; and this both maketh way 
for His power, and engageth his power to do forthem* 
And who would not bless Him for this, that He takes 
such a way to get glory to Himself? " 

Weak, fainting, trembling soul, underneath thee are 
"the everlasting arms." Eest there in peace. *' He 
that believeth shall not make haste." Let earthly 
props fall, and earthly helpers flee, and when your 
helpless soul hangs only on the Lord for strength and 
succor, you can say with Paul, — " I can do ALL THINGS, 
through Christ that strengthbneth me." 



BUNYAN AND THE BiSHOP. 

It is related of Bunyan, that, in the height of his 
usefulness as a preacher in and about London, the 
bifihop of the metropolis had a curiosity to see him. 
The coachman of the bishop was a frequent hearer of 
Bunyan, and the bishop had told him that whenever 
in riding out of town, he should chance to meet Mr. 
Bunyan, he wished to see and speak with him. 

One day as John was driving his lordship in a por- 
tion of the suburbs sufficiently retired for the bishop 
to gratify his curiosity, Bunyan was seen plodding 
his way on foot, with his bundle under his arm, going 
to preach somewhere in the outskirts. 
^ ** Your grace," said John, "here comes Mr. Bunyan." 

" Ah ! " said the bishop ; " pull up the horses when 
you get near him, and let me speak to him." 

They were soon side by side, the horses were 
checked, and the bishop bowed, saying :— 

"Mr. Bunyan, I believe? " 

" Yes, your grace," courteously responded Bunyan,* 
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" Mr. Bunyan," said the bishop, " I am told that 
you are very ingenious as an interpreter of the Scrip- 
tures ; and I have a difficult passage in mind, about 
which critics are in dispute, and of which I should 
be glad to have your view. It is St. Paul's message 
to Timothy ; — * The cloak that I left at Troas with 
Carpus, when thou comest, bring with thee ; and the 
books, especially the parchments.' " 

" Well, your grace," replied Bunyan, "it is allow- 
ed, I believe, by all, that Timothy was a bishop of 
the primitive church, and Paul, as all agree, was a 
traveling preacher. It appears to me that this may 
have been designed in future days, to teach that in 
primitive times the bishops were accustomed to wait 
on the traveling preachers ; whereas, in our days, the 
bishops ride in their coaches, and the traveling 
preachers, like Paul, are obliged to go on foot." 

Knocking Away the Props. 

" See, father," said a lad who was walking with his 
father, " they are knocking away the props from un- 
der the bridge. What are they doing that for? 
Won't the bridge fall ? " 

" They are knocking them away," said the father, 
" that the structure may rest more firmly on the stone 
piers which are now finished." 

Arches always require props while they are being 
built. A temporary wooden structure is first pre- 
pared; over which the real arch of brick or stone is 
laid. But though the arch may be finished, and the 
key-stone set in its place, yet it will never become 
strong and solid as it should be, until the props are 
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all knocked away, the wooden arch removed, and the 
different stones left to feel their own weight, and bind 
themselves by their own pressure between the massive 
piers from which the arch is sprung. 

And in like manner Grod permits his children in 
their infancy and weakness to have various props and 
supports on which to leao, giving crutches to the 
lame and sight to those who fear to walk by faith ; 
but when at last He would bring us forth to stand in 
strength and beauty, resting on His Word alone, he 
knocks away prop after prop, till we can only rely on 
God and wholly trust in Him. 

Sometimes a man trusts in health, and God weak- 
ens his strength in the way, and shortens his days, 
that he may learn to lay hold on eternal life when 
this life is passing from his grasp. Another trusts in 
his wealth, and thinks himself secure from the ap- 
proach of want; till God removes that prop, and 
teaches him how to pray "Give us this day our daily 
bread," and trust in the Lord's providence till he re- 
ceives it. 

Again, men trust in friends, and covet human sym- 
pathy, and receive honor one of another, until the 
Lord knocks away the props they rest on, permits 
friends to become foes, and teaches them that his sym- 
pathy and love are worth far more than all that men 
can give or do. 

Then when earthly hopes are blasted, and earthly 
joys withered away, the Lord appears to us as an un- 
changing friend, the same yesterday, to-day, and for- 
ever. His peace no man taketh away. His love is 
an everlasting love. His compassions fail not. His 
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mercies are from everlasting to everlasting. Hia 
word endureth forever. 

What, then, though every prop be gone, and only 
God sustains our fainting souls? It is enough. 
Storm and sunshine, war and peace, sorrow and joy, 
darkness and light, all are alike to us while " he abid- 
eth faithful," and is with us always, even to the end 
of the world. 

*' Let sickness blast, and death devour, 
If heaven but recompense our pains ; 
Perish the grass, and fade the flower. 
If firm the word of God remains." 

^"NOTHEN TO JiNE/* 

A good story is told of an old colored woman in 
Michigan, widely known as "Sojourner Truth," 
about whom some one had published a statement that 
she had joined the Spiritualists. 

One of the village ministers, who tells the story, 
says he went to her and questioned her about the re- 
port which he had heard. 

" Who tole you dat, chile? " said the old lady. 

" It is so stated in the newspapers, and I wanted to 
know if you /^ac? joined the Spiritualists." 

Straightening herself up to her full height, and 
bringing her arm down like a blacksmith, the old 
woman exclaimed,— 

"Bressyour soul, chile, dahs nothen tojine. You 
may tell all the people that old Sojourner 'long to 
Jesus these many years. She's as true to de Master 
as de anvil to de hammer. I nebber gib up my faitb 
in Jesus for anything else.'* 

A good many other people who have cat loose 
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from Christ, and cast their anchors in a fog bank and 
made their cables out of ropes of sand, will find as 
they drift to perdition, that there was '* nothen tojine^^ 
there, and that their fool-hardiness has been their ruin. 
Blessed is that man whose hope the Lord is ; bless- 
ed he who has cast the anchor of his soul within the 
veil, whither Jesus, the forerunner, has entered on our 
behalf. He can smile at storms and sorrows, and rest 
in peace upon the promises of God ; and with the old 
German poet he can sing : — 

** I know in whom I pnt my tnist, 

I know what standeth fast, 
When all things here dissolve like dost 

Or smoke before the blast : 
I know what still endnres, howe'er 

All else may qnake and fall, 
When lies the prudent man ensnare, 

And dreams the wise enthrall. 

It is the Dayspring from on high. 

The adamantine Rock, 
Whence never storm can make me fly. 

That fears no earthquake's shock. 
My Jesns Christ, my sare Defence, 

My Savior, and my Light, 
That shines within, and scatters thence 

Dark phantoms of the night : 

Who once was borne, betray'd and slaiiiy 

At evening to the grave ; 
Whom God awoke, who rose again, 

A Conqueror, strong to save ; 
Who pardons all my sin, who sends 

His Spirit pure uud mild ; 
Whose grace my every step befriends> 

Who ne'er forgets His child ! 

Therefore I know in whom I trust, 

I know what stnndetli fast. 
When all things form'd of earthly dost 

Are whirling in the l)lA6t ; 
The terrors of the final foe 

Can rob me not of this. 
And this shall crown me once, I knoWf 

With u«^ver-fading bliss." 
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Thrust Out. 

Tt was the first cold storm of the winter. I was 
hurriedly walking past one of the many saloons, the- 
atres, and places of so-called pleasure, as a rough door- 
keeper was pushing a beggar woman out of the porch 
into the street and the storm. She made no other re- 
sistance than to turn a despairing look upon him as 
he thrust her along by the shoulder, and to beg that 
she might stand out of the cold a while, for she was 
almost perished. He hurried her on, and the words 
that caught my ear, as they fell from her skinny lips, 
and hissed through the wind and snow, were these : — 

" Well, maybe you'll want to get into heaven, and 
God will put you out of that." 

They cut me to the heart. Many a time had I turn- 
ed a deaf ear to the cry for mercy, and if I had never 
turned a poor creature out of doors when she wanted 
a shelter from the cold blast of winter^^ J had done 
worse perhaps in leaving many a wretch to perish 
whom I might have sought and saved. And the time 
will come, as sure as these days and years are passing, 
when I shall stand at the door of heaven, and, poorer 
than this starved beggar, I shall ask to be taken in. 
I wonder if God will turn me out in that day 1 

Then came to me those sweet words of Jesus, which 
fell from his lips when he sat on Judea's hill, and the 
disciples gathered at his feet, ** Blessed are the merci- 
ful, for they shall obtain mercy." Down through 
eighteen centuries they have conie to me, and they 
sing at my heart s door to-day with the music of 
heaven in their silvery tones ; and wherever a cup of 
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cold water, or a loaf, or a piece of gold is mercy, if it 
is mine, it shall be given in the n^e of Him who 
said, "Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the 
least of these, ye have done it unto me." 



The Mother's Gift. 

LINES WRITTEN BY A MOTHER IN HER SON'S 

Remember, love, who gave thee this, 
When other days shall come ; 

When she, who had thy earliest kiss, 
Sleeps in her narrow home : 

Remember 'twas a mother gave 

The gift to one she*d die to save. 

That mother sought a pledge of lore, 

The holiest, for her son ; 
And from the gift of God above 

She chose a goodly one : 
She chose, for her beloved boy, 
The source of life and light and Joy; 

And bade him keep the gift, that when 
The parting hour should come, 

Tliey might have hope to meet again 
In her eternal home : 

She said his faith in that should be 

Sweet incense to her memory. 

And should the scoffer, in his pride, 
Laugh that fond gift to scorn. 

And bid him cast that gift aside. 
That he from youth had borne. 

She bade him pause, and ask his breast 

If he or she had loved him best. 

A parent's blessing on her son 
Goes with this holy thing ; 

The love that would retain the one, 
Must to the other cling : 

Remember, 'tis no idle toy, 

A MOTBBB's gift — BBMEMBBB, BOT! 
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Why Not To-day? 

Reader, you Jbope, very likely, to be a real Chris- 
tian some time, and fit for the kingdom of God. You 
hope to repent and believe on Christ, and have a 
good hope before you die. But why not to-day f 

What is to prevent you? Why should you wait 
any longer ? Why not this day awake and call upon 
your God, and resolve that you will sleep no longer ? 
I set before you an open door. I set before you Je- 
sus Christ the Savior, who died to make atonement 
for sinners ; Jesus, who is able to save to the utter- 
most; Jesus, willing to receive. The hand that was 
nailed to the cross is held out to you in mercy. 
The eye that wept over Jerusalem is looking on you 
with pity. The voice that has said to many a wan- 
derer, "Thy sins are forgiven," is saying to you, 
" Come to me." Go to Jesus first and foremost, if 
you would know what step to take. Think not to 
wait for repentance, and faith, and a new heart, but 
go to him just as you are. Oh, awake, thou that 
sleepest, and Christ shall ^ive thee light. Why not 
to-day ? 

Sun, moon, and stars are all witnessing against 
you ; they continue according to God's ordinances, 
and you are ever transgressing them. The grass, the 
birds, the very worms of the earth, are all witnessing 
against you ; they fill their place in the creation, and 
you do not. Sabbaths and ordinances are continual- 
ly witnessing against you; they are ever proclaiming 
that there is a God and a judgment, and you are liv- 
ing as if there were none. The tears and prayers of 
godly relations are witnessing against you; others 
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are sorrowfully thinking you have a soul, though 
you seem to forget it. The very grave-stones that 
you see every week are witnessing against you ; they 
are silently witnessing, ** Life is uncertain, time is 
short, the resurrection is yet to come, the Lord is at 
hand." All, all are saying. Awake, awake, awake 1 
Oh, reader, the time past may surely suffice you to 
have slept. Awake to be wise. Awake to be safe. 
Awake to be happy. And why not to-day f 

>C A Very Odd Young Lady. 

The Rev. B. Jacobs of Cambridgeport could, 
when necessary, administer reproof very forcibly, 
though the gentleness of his character was always 
seen in the manner in which it was done. Some 
young ladies at his house were one day talking about 
one of their female friends. As he entered the room, 
he heard the epithets *'odd," ** singular," &c., applied. 
He asked and was told the name of the young lady 
in question, and then said, very gravely, ''Yes, she is 
an odd young lady ; she is a very odd young lady ; I 
consider her extremely singular." He then added 
very impressively, '*She was never heard to speak 
ill of an absent friend." The rebuke was not for- 
gotten by those who heard it. 

It would seem that people might bear with sucli 
oddities as this: they are not often met with, and 
though very unusual, they are not ver^' troublesome 
in the family, the church, and the community at large. 
Indeed, unlike many eccentricities, it would injure no 
one, even should other young ladies, ves, and gentle 
men, to*^, ^opy odd''*^fts 1^^^. tli^^sft 
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The Power of a Godly Life. 

It is a godly life, within and without, that makes 
us fitting instruments for the divine hand, or as we 
sometimes express it, polished shafts in God's quiver. 
A good life is beautiful. It holds the observer's eye 
with a charm. It begets a disposition to pry into its 
sources. It raises the wonder how men can live so 
nobly, and excites in others the wish, the longing to 
be like them in faith, in patience, in zeal, and in de- 
votion. 

How many thousands upon thousands have been 
thus drawn to Christ ? To them the crucified and ris- 
en Christ was nothing. They knew him not, but they 
have seen his representatives, and have learned from 
whence the divine comes to man. They would bo 
like their friend, and that friend tells them that he 
has his life from another ; that his goodness is only 
the semblance and reflection of another's; that none 
is truly good save One. 

And besides his fitness, as of a magnet, to draw to 
Christ — this being a thing of beauty to win for Him 
— the Christian becomes by a godly life a fitting in- 
strument for aggression. He who can challenge the 
confidence of his fellows has a license to reprove and 
warn. He whose life is hid with Christ in God is 
moved to industry by his zeal for God. Repulse will 
not dishearten, nor disappointment chill him, nor ob- 
stacles detain him from finishing his appointed task. 

But let us remember a godly life is more than a 
steady one, more than a quiet and inoffensive one. 
It is an inward force of goodness, seeking expression 
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ih work, and glorifying God in every 'act and pur- 
pose. It is a positive as well as a negative condi- 
tion. It is the working out of a salvation whicli 
God has wrought within ; a working " according to 
the energy that worketh in us mightily." Without 
this inward energy there is, there can be, no godly 
living. All religion that lacks this is a watch with- 
out a spring, a stream without a fountain, a tree with- 
out a root, a sham without the substance, a form of 
godliness without the power thereof. 



Life's Object. 

Life has joys — a joy for all the good — ^yet they 
find in their cup more than these. Change comes, 
and each one finds some hour of grief and pain. Yet 
change is good, and we are to gain at each turn in 
life, for naught is meant for ill. But few view life in 
the light they ought ; most see and use it as if God 
gave but to please. Such are apt to find no good or 
joy in it. Wb should not live for self. It is ours to 
set the end of life on high, and make it tell for good, 
each day and hour. 'Tis ours to do/ To do for 
those who need. To go, to find and bless, and in 
some sort lose sight of self, in work for the poor 
and such as need our aid, is the wise, true way. The 
life that does no good, knows no bliss. Christians 
who learn the wants of men, both temporal and spir- 
itual, and turn their hearts and hands to meet them, 
are such as find real joy. Such God wil^ bless, such 
He will own, and to such at length will ^iye the crown 
'^f glo^^ *hat fadft^h not a^*''^ 
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A Consoling Dream. 

Though it is often true that "a dream cometh 
through the multitude of business," yet it is also true 
that sometimes ^' God speaketh once, yea, twice, yet 
man perceiveth it not. In a dream, in a vision of the 
night, when deep sleep falleth upon men, in slumber- 
ing upon the bed ; then he openeth the ears of men 
and sealeth their instruction." Job xxxiii. 14-16. 

I am no superstitious regarder of dreams, yet there 
is one dream which has a sweet place in my memory, 
and which, perhaps, may comfort some other sad soul, 
as it once comforted me. 

It was in the spring of 1869, that I, worn down 
with cares and toils, and, like Martha, cumbered with 
much serving, was forced to relinquish my post of 
labor for the sick room, there to endure neuralgia, 
fever, and the varied sufferings which result from pro- 
tracted and exhausting effort. 

I had suffered considerably, had passed some thir- 
ty-six hours of almost constant pain and sleeplessness, 
and was wearied, disheartened, tempted, and tried; 
when a Christian brother called to see me in my 
affliction, and sought to alleviate my mental disquiet, 
as well as to suggest some remedy for my physical dis- 
tress. As the interview was closing, he bowed the 
knee in prayer, and earnestly besought the Lord to 
give me a night of rest, if not of sleep, and to grant 
me some token of favor that might comfort my de- 
sponding heart ; and so commended me to the loving 
care of Him who watcheth Isra**i with an unslumber- 
ing eye ; and went his way. 
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When he had gone, I felt more quiet of body and 
Boul than I had for hours, and I was led to reflect on 
the goodness of God to me, and my ingratitude to 
him, and to remember my many seasons of murmur- 
ing and complaint, and the many wrongs I had com- 
mitted against my Heavenly Father ; and while occu- 
pied by these sad reflections I went to sleep. 

I dreamed. A majestic form stood before me, hold- 
ing in his hand a parchment, or roll of paper, of daz- 
zling whiteness, written from end to end with the 
blackest ink I ever saw. Awed by the presence of 
my glorious visitant, I dared not look upward to his 
face, for I knew it was the Lord ! He said no word, 
but held forth the written scroll, and I began to read. 
Every sin I ever had committed in all my life seemed 
recorded there, and, as I read, hope failed, and before 
I had finished, I felt that all was lost. As I raised 
my hand to utter one wild scream of despair, I glanced 
upward, and saw a being full of heavenly beauty step 
up behind the scroll, and pour something over it. It 
was done so quickly that I had no time to see what it 
was, for it came rushing down the parchment like a 
torrent, and as I looked to see where the stream would 
flow, the whole rolled off at my feet, in a wave of 
inky blackness, and vanished out of sight, leaving no 
trace behind. 

I lifted my eyes again in wonder, and lo! the 
parchment was white and stainless as the drifted snow ; 
and as I saw in golden letters on the centre of it the 
precious words, "Thy sins be forgiven thke," I 
gave a shout of thanksgiving and praise, and awoke, 
and found it all a dream. 
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I cared for no more sjeep that night. The prayer 
was answered, and comfort and rest had come. 
Thoughts rich and blessed came crowding into my 
mind, and how sweetly I recollected the sacred word, 
" Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white 
as snow ; though they be red like crimson, they shall 
be as wool." I thought of the preciousness of the 
atoning blood of Christ, and its power to wash and 
purify, and make us clean ; and I saw it was not by 
doing, and toiling, that we were saved ; for we could 
do nothing to purchase pardon, and had only to look 
up to Christ, and see all that was needful done for us 
by him, and so rejoice in the salvation of the Lord. 

I saw, too, that by looking at my past life, I only 
brought sorrow and darkness to my soul, as there 
was so much in my life that was unlike my blessed 
Lord ; but that by looking away to Him who shed his 
precious blood for me, I might find peace and joy that 
the world cannot bestow, and live rejoicing in hope, 
patient in tribulation, instant in prayer. And I 
prayed that I might profit by the thoughts that came 
into my mind, whether awake or asleep, and so live 
the life of Christian faith, that at last I may fully un- 
derstand the virtue of the blood of the Son of God. 

I have told my dream ; — does it seem idle to you ? 
So be it. My foundation rests not on dreams, but 
on the Word of God. " The prophet that hath a 
dream, let him tell a dream ; and he that hath mt 
WORD, let him speak my word faithfully." I have 
told my dream, be it yours todeclare the living word; 
and that Word has said to us ; — " If we walk in the 
light as he is in the light, we have fellowship one 
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with another, and the BLOOD OF JESUS CHEIST CLEANS- 
ETH us FROM ALL SIN." 1 John i. 7. D.eclare this 
faithfully, and believe it fnlly, and though you may 
have neither dreams or visions for your consolation, 
you shall yet have " peace in believing, and joy in 
the Holy Ghost." 

A Spurgeon's Conversion. 

For five long years Mr. Spurgeon records that he 
vainly sought to know the way of peace. He went 
to church, waited, listened, and longed to hear how 
he might be saved. He heard sermons on Christian 
duties ; — but he was not a Christian, and he could 
not do them. He heard election preaohed, and law 
preached, and experience preached, but for all those 
years he did not once hear what he longed for, the 
simple way of life through Jesus Christ, and how a 
poor sinner might find pardon of his sins. 

At length deliverance came. Says Mr. Spurgeon : 
" I shall never forget entering a little chapel, where 
there was a poor local preacher — a man without 
learning or ability. He came up into the pulpit, and 
read that text, * Look unto me, and be ye saved, all 
the ends of the earth.' He was not wise enough to 
preach anything but Christ. He had not learning 
enough to run away from his text. He was such a 
poor simpleton that he was obliged to stick to the 
simple gospel. Would that there were more simple- 
tons of that sort ! I well remember how very simple 
he was ; yet, he was in great earnestness. He told 
us whosoever should * look ' to the cross of Christ, 
* should be saved.' My soul * looked to Jesus' ; then 
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for the first time I kpew what was meant by believ- 
ing on him, and in that hour my spirit knew the joy 
of the redeemed ones. I could have leaped from my 
seat, and sung with joy unspeakable, * I am forgiven ! 
I am forgiven 1 I am forgiven 1 ' Trembling sinner, 
* look to Jesus,' and thou art * saved ' ! " 

How astonishing this story. How wonderful that 
the man who was to preach to such multitudes as no 
other living preacher addresses, should have wander- 
ed so long, vainly seeking some one to tell him of 
the way of life. But was there not a providence in 
it, that he, after thirsting and seeking so long, might 
know forevermore how to lead other thirsty souls to 
living springs? No wonder he preaches plainly 
now ; and though critics may find fault, and pedants 
sneer, many poor souls have cause to thank God for 
raising up some one to proclaim the good tidings 
who knows the need of salvation, and who is willing 
to preach a simple gospel, such as that that saved his 
own soul in the day of his sorrow and distsess. 



The Benefit of Meditation, 

Wax, when it is laid in cold places, becomes so 
hard and stifi; that it will break rather than bend; 
but being laid in the sun becomes soft and pliable, fit 
for any impression. So when we neglect the duty of 
meditation on good things, our hearts being changed 
from God, wax hard and obdurate ; but when by med- 
itation, we draw nigh unto him, the beams of his fa- 
vor shining upon our hearts do make them soft and 
flexible, and fit for any holy impression that he shfilj 
be pleased to stamp upon them. 
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Shall You Be One? 

Eeader, the Bible says that few will be saved. 
" Strait is the gate and narrow is the way that leadeth 
unto life, and few there be that find it." Now, shall 
you be one ? Shall you he saved? 

I do entreat you to remember that salvation is the 
one thing needful. Health, and riches, and titles are 
not needful things. A man may gain eternal life 
without them. But what shall the man do who dies 
not saved ? Oh that you would see that you must 
have salvation now, in this present life, and lay hold 
upon it for your own soul. Oh that you would see 
that saved or not saved is the grand question in relig- 
ion. Sects and parties, opinions and creeds, all these 
are trifling questions in comparison. 

Reader, if you are not one of the few already^ strive 
to he one without delay, I know not who and what 
you are, but I say boldly, Come to Christ, and you 
shall be saved. The gate that leads to life may be 
strait, but it was wide enough to admit Manasseh and 
Saul of Tarsus ; and why not you ? The way that 
leads to life may be narrow, but it is marked by the 
footsteps of thousands of sinners like yourself. They 
all have found it a good way. They all have perse- 
vered, and were saved at last. Jesus Christ invites 
you. The promises of the gospel encourage you. Oh, 
reader, strive to enter in without delay. 

Reader, if you are douhtful whether you are one of 

the few ^ make sure work at once, and he douhtful no more, 

li^ve no stone unturned in order to ascertain your 

:*;J.\yii pr^^r^tllal statc. Bc ttot coutcut with vague hopetf 
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and trusts. Eest not on warm feelings and tempora- 
ry desires after God. Give diligence to make your 
calling and election sure. Oh, give me leave to say, 
that if you are content to live on uncertain about sal- 
vation, you live the maddest life in the world. 

Reader, remember. Few will be saved. Jesus says 
so in the Bible. SHALL YOU BE ONE ? 



Christ's Intercession. 

"We wish you fully to understand the nature of 
Christ's intercession. When Rome had thrown from 
her the warrior who had led his countryman to victo- 
ry, galled and fretted by the proud spirit of her 
boldest hero, he, driven onward by the demon of re- 
venge, gave himself as a leader where he had been a 
conqueror, and taking a hostile banner in his passion- 
ate grasp, headed the foes who sought to subjugate 
the land of his nativity. Ye remember, it may be, 
how intercession saved the city. The mother bowed 
before the son, and Coriolanus, vanquished by tears, 
subdued by plaints, left the capital unscathed by bat- 
tle. Here is a precise instance of what men call suc- 
cessful intercession. But there is no analogy between 
this intercession and the intercession of Christ. Christ 
intercedes with Justice. But the intercession is the 
throwing down his cross on the crystal floor of Heav- 
en, and thus proffering his atonement to satisfy the 
demand. Oh I it is not the intercession of burning 
tears, nor of half-choked utterance, nor of thrilling 
speech. It is the intercession of a broken body, and 
of gushing blood, of death, of passion, and of obe- 
dience. It is the intercession of a giant leaping into 
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tlie gap, and filling it with his colossal stature, and 
covering, as with a rampart of flesh, the defenceless 
camp of the outcasts. So that, not only by the touch- 
ing words and gestures of supplication, but by the 
resistless deeds and victories of Calvary, the Captain 
of our salvation intercedes ; pleading, not as a peti- 
tioner who would move compassion, but rather as a 
conqueror who would claim his trophies. 

The Journey to Emmaus. 

When strange events have happened that dismay OBy 

And fresh perplexities arise each day, 
How oft, like those who journeyed towards EmmaiMy 

We traverse with sad hearts our pilgrim way. 

We trusted that the budding hopes we cherishedi 

Time would develop into perfect flowers ; 
Alas 1 in one cold night alike they perished, 

And now a desolated home is ours. 

We thought that in our pathway joys would ola8t0r| 
When our glad services to Christ we gave ; 

But clouds have gathered over life's fair lustre, 
And through the gloom we see a cross — a grave* 

And He who won our tenderest affection, 

No longer walks serenely by our side ; 
We miss his loving presence and protection, 

We miss our Friend, our Comforter, our Guide* 

We could have braved the varied ills that met nSy 
Had Christ, our Savior, with us but remained ; 

For through the griefs and perils that beset ns. 
He would himself our courage have sustained. 

But now we travel on ; bereft and lonely, 

Not caring where our aimless steps may tend ; 

Too sad to be impatient, we ask only 
For strength tliat will uphold us to the end. 

A Savior's loving smile alone could cheer us, 
But ah 1 its sunshine falls not on our brow ; 

And yet we sometinics think Christ may be near OBy 
Although we fail to recognize him now. 
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Or else whence come those high and holy teachings 

Aboat himself, his mission, and his love ; 
Which kindle in our breasts such strong ontreaohings 

Towards perfect fellowship with him above !r 

Were he not with ns, woald there ever glisten 
Hope's transient rainbow midst our filling tean ; 

Or our hearts burn within us as we listen 
To words that strangely soothe our doubts and fean f 

Oh, gracious Savior, clear our mental vision, 
That we may see and know thee as thou art ; 

And in that moment of surprised transition, 
All gloom shall like a summer cloud depart. 

** Abide with us,'' and manifest thy glory, 
Then when our spirits from suspense are freed. 

We'll tell to doubting hearts our joyful story, 
And say. Rejoice I '* the Lord is risen indeed.'* 



The Cross. 

Men may paint Christ's outward sufferings, but 
not that inward excellence from whence their virtue 
flowed, namely, his glory in himself, and his goodness 
to us. Men may paint one crucified ; but how can 
that distinguish the Savior from the criminals ? On 
each side of him we may paint his hands and his feet - 
fixed to the cross ; bat who can paint how these hands 
used always to be stretched forth for relieving the af- 
flicted and curing the diseased ; or how these feet 
went always about doing good ; and how they cure 
more diseases and do more good now than ever ? We 
may paint the outward appearance of his sufferings, 
but not the inward bitterness or inward causes of 
them. Men can paint the cursed tree, but not the 
curse of the law that made it so. Men can paint 
Christ bearing the cross to Calvary, but not Christ 
bearing the sins of many. We may describe the 
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nails piercing his flesh ; but who can describe eternal 
Justice piercing both flesh and spirit? We may de- 
scribe the soldier's spear, but not the arrows of the 
Almighty; the cup of vinegar which he but tasted, 
but not the cup of wrath which he drank out to the 
lowest dregs; the derision of the Jews, but not the 
desertion of the Almighty forsaking his Son, that he 
might never forsake us who were his enemies. 



" My Savior Has Stood by Me/' ^ 

So writes Mrs. H., after twenty-five years of expe- 
rience in the school of affliction. Cheerfully she 
struggles on through months of pain, striving with 
the sight of only one eye to use her needle, that she 
may earn a little to provide for the wants of herself 
and aged mother. 

Take away the Bible, and what is left on earth to 
support such souls in passing through the days and 
nights of sorrow here ? And who can tell the value 
of one such patient life to our lost world ? The bur- 
den of her prayer is the salvation of souls. Though 
it is with much effort that she can write in her bed, 
yet words of comfort and advice are sent to other suf- 
ferers, whom she can never see on earth. " Let not 
your heart be troubled,'* suffering believer, whatever 
befalls you. Jesus will stand by you. ** Be not 
afraid, only believe." In Him is all you will need, 
till your feet shall stand on Mount Zion at last. Dis- 
miss your fears while in the arms of Him who up- 
holds all worlds. 

Header are vou Hlepf vitl ipalt.h ? U«^. it ^or 
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Christ while it lasts. Think of those words, " bought 
with a price," — " precious blood." Many are halting 
by the way. Your words may help them on the heav- 
enly journey. 

" RenouDcing every worldly thing, 
And safe beneath thy eheltering wingy 
My sweetest thought henceforth shall be^ 
That all I want I find in thee." 



Plain Talk. 

John Buskin, the English artist-author, at the close 
of a lecture on war, delivered before the Boyal Mili- 
tary college at Woolwich, England, addressed the la- 
dies present, and after telling them that their praying 
was useless, and their church-going mere mockery of 
God, and that if every woman would, at the com- 
mencement of any war robe herself in mourning for 
human bloodshed, no war would last a week, he said: — 

"And lastly, you women of England are all now 
shrieking with one voice — ^you and your clergymen 
together — ^because you hear of your Bibles being at- 
tacked. If you choose to obey your Bible you will 
never care who attacks them. It is just because you 
never fulfill a single downright precept of the book 
that you are so careful of its credit ; and just because 
you don't care to obey its whole words that you are 
so particular about the letters of them. The Bible 
tells you to dress plainly — and you are mad for fine- 
ry ; the Bible tells you to have pity on the poor — 
and you crush them under your carriage-wheels ; the 
Bible tells you to do judgment and justice ; you do 
not know, nor care to know, so much as what the 
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Bible word 'justice' means. Do but learn so mucb of 
God's truth as that comes to ; know what he means 
when he tells you to be just, and teach your sons that 
their bravery is but a fool's boast, and that their deeds 
but a fire brand's tossing, unless they are indeed just 
men,and perfect in the fear of God ; and you will soon 
have no more war, unless it is indeed such as is willed 
of him of whom, though Prince of peace, it is also 
written, * In righteousness doth He judge, and make 
war.' " 



A Heathen Estimate of the Bible. 

While men educated in a land of open Bibles and 
gospel privileges, turn their backs upon the Word of 
God, to which they are indebted for liberty, morality, 
and education, and, rejecting unexamined aAd unread 
the Scriptures that are able to make them wise unto 
salvation, praise the exploded writings of heathen 
sages, which they have never seen, and could not read 
if they should see them ; it is pleasant to notice the 
testimony of a Hindoo paper, the Sajjona Rajana^ 
published in Bengal, to the excellence of the Living 
Oracles of God. 

In advocating the introduction of the Bible into 
Government schools, from which British timidity, in- 
difference, and infidelity had excluded it, these hea- 
then writers describe it, as " the best and most excel- 
lent of all English books, and there is not its like in 
the English language. As every joint of the sugar- 
cane, from the root to the top, is full of sweetness, so 
jvery pao-e of t>ie Bible ^s frau2:ht " "tb *^he nr '^s' 
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precious instructions. A portion of that book would 
yield to you more of sound morality than a thousand 
other treatises on the same subject. In short, if any 
person studies the English language with a view to 
gain wisdom, there is not another book which is more 
worthy of being read than the Bible." 

*' Sweeter also than honey, and the honey-comb." 



. Enduring Energy. 

Spasmodic force is often barren of good, and fruit- 
ful of evil results ; but the energy that conquers ob- 
stacles, endures hardships, and accomplishes great de- 
signs, is noble, dignified, and praiseworthy. Faint- 
hearted laggards who loiter on the path, fearing that 
there is " A lion in the way," and impetuous triflers who 
are enthusiastic to-day, and despondent to-morrow, 
accomplish little permanent work in the world. But 
the strong, and earnest, and steadfast, and faithful man 
of God, who mingles gentleness and firmness, moving 
with unconquerable patience and indomitable zeal, will 
find his work prospering, and his labors blessed of 
that God whom he steadfastly follows to the end. 

The man of enduring energy can be relied on in 
an emergency, and when his whole soul is enlisted in 
the work of God, his life will tell for truth and right- 
eousness in the earth. When such a man rests from 
his labors, there is a vacancy not easily filled, and men 
long for another, who shall take up the fallen mantle 
and work the work of God with the same zeal and 
energy that has been shown by him who has passed 
away. 



184 the family circle. 

The City of Gold. 

And the city yna pure gold. — ^Rer. sd. 18. 

Full many a faiioDg over the sea, 
And afjir in the dim futurity, 
Enfolded in shade and obscurity, 
Lies the City of Gold. 

Oft at eventide, when the sea is still, 
And the calm waves chant like a woodland rill. 
While my breast is filled with a nameless thrill, 
I see the City of Gold. 

And my heart will swell as untired I gaze. 
On the crimson li^ht which around it plays, 
And think of the peaceful and happy days 
Of the blest in the City of Gold. 

For though the departed in shrouds are bound. 
And close in the burial sheet are wound, 
And laid by the living under the ground, 

Far away from the City of Gold — 

Yet a day will come, when a tinimpet deep 
Shall waken to Judgment the souls that sleep; 
For God for each soul doth a record keep, 
In the City of Gold. 

O ! live so that when from the burning skies 
The summons shall come for the dead to rise, 
Refreshed and renewed, thou may'st ope thine eyes 
On the City of Gold. 

For God hath prepared an eternal rest 
For the ransomed, whose names are enrolled with the bletty 
And these shall sleep calmly on Christ's holy breast. 
In the City of Gold. 



"I Think a Great Deal." 

How much time is lost, and with it a vast amount 
of good to the church, and the world, by indecision. 
Numbers who listen to the preaching of the gospel 
are almost persuaded, and yet they hesitate, year after 
year, till suddenly they are gone. 

Miss T. was glad to s*^** a friend who came to her 
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great deal upon the subject." " There are times when 
I feel much, and then other things come in." She 
was urged to come to Jesus now ; the interview was 
closed with prayer ; the result will be kpown in the 
great day when the secrets of all hearts shall be re- 
vealed. 

It may be that the reader is yet only a thinker, and 
not a ** doer of the word." Like Miss T., you let 
" other things come in," and grieve away the Holy 
Spirit, that has so long been pleading with you to 
submit. '* As many as are led by the Spirit of God 
they are the sons of God." It was said of some, 
" They rebelled, and vexed his Holy Spirit ; there- 
fore he was turned to be their enemy, and he fought 
against them." Let it not be so with you any longer; 
but come now, just as you are, and receive the free 
pardon of all your sins.. Cast away all excuses; they 
have robbed you of peace ; they come from the ene- 
my. Will you believe now in Jesus? *'Love not 
the world, neither the things that are in the world." 
It is not enough to be near the kingdom so freely of- 
fered you, my dear friend. You must enter in by the 
blood which alone can cleanse your soul. 

The Use of Riches, 

** What are these ? " said Oliver Cromwell, pointing 
to some silver statuettes in an old cathedral which he 
visited. '* Oh, they are the twelve apostles." " Well, 
take them down, and melt them, and send them about 
doing good like their Master," was his caustic reply. 

The good that is in riches lies altogether in their 
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use. If they are not broken like the box of oint- 
ment, and poured out for the refreshment of the toil- 
worn servants of Jesus Christ, they lose their worth. 
Therefore, the covetous man may justly write upon 
his rusting heaps, " These are good for nothing." St. 
Chrysostom tells us that he is not rich who lays up 
much, but he only who lays out much, and that it is 
the same not to have as not to use. I shall therefore 
be the richer by a charitable laying out, while the 
worldling shall be the poorer by his covetous hoard- 
ing up. ■ ** The liberal soul shall be made fat ; and he 
that watereth shall be watered also himself." 



cc 



Is thy cruse of comfort wasting ? Rise and share it with another ; 
And through all the years of famine, it shall serve thee and thy brother. 
Love divine will fill thy storehonse, or thy handful still renew ; 
Scanty fare for one will often make a joyful feast for two. 

For the heart grows rich in giving ; all its wealth is living grain ; 
Seeds which mildew in the garner, scattered, fill with gold the plain. 
Is thy burden hard and heavy ? Do thy steps drag wearily ? 
Help to bear thy brother's burden ; God will bear both it and thee. 

Numb and weary on the mountains, wouldst thou sleep amidst the snow ? 
Chafe that frozen form beside thee, and together both shall glow. 
Art thou stricken in life's battle ? Many wounded round thee moan ; 
Lavish on their wounds thy balsam, and that balm shall heal thine own. 

Is thy heart a well left empty ? None but God its void can fill ; 
Nothing but a ceaseless fountain can its ceaseless longings still ; 
Is thy heart a living power ? Self-entwined its strength sinks low ; 
It can only live in loving, and by serving love will grow.'* 



"Jeems, the Door-keeper/' 

Dr. John Brown tells a story of one Jeems, a door- 
keeper at the United Presbyterian church, in Brough- 
ton Place, Edinburgh. On a certain occasion, after a 
charity sermon, one of the congregation by accident 
put a crown piece into the plate instead of a penny, 
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and starting back at its wliite and precious face, ask- 
ed to have it back. But Jeems, who held the plate, 
said^ **In once, in forever." " A weel, a weel," grunt- 
ed the unwilling giver, "Til get credit for it in heav- 
en." ** Na, na," said Jeems, " ye'U get credit only for 
the penny ! " 

Jeems hit the nail on the head when he hit. the 
stingy Scotchman. It is precious little '* credit " that 
any of the ** unprofitable servants " will get hereafter ; 
but it is well to bear in mind that God looks on the 
heart, and judges us by the motives that prompt us to 
action. Unwilling generosity and doing good by ac- 
cident, or to be seen of men, or to serve ourselves, 
will not help us when before the throne. "We cannot 
make a penny pass for a pound in the sight of God. 
We shall never get credit for what we do not mean 
to do, and the well-meant, though unsuccessful, effort 
is often more acceptable to the Lord than many of 
the great results which are born of motives, the dis- 
closure of which would cause men to veil their faces 
in darkness, and hide their heads in shame. 

"Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the 
Lord looketh on the heart." 



Two Ways. 

There are two ways of coming down from the top 
of a church steeple — one is to jump down, and the 
other is to come down by the steps ; but both will 
lead you to the bottom. — So, also, there are two ways 
of going to hell : one is to walk into it with your 
eyes open ; — few people do that — the other is to go 
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down by the little sins ; and that way, I fear, is only 
too common. Put up with a few little sins, and you 
will soon want a few more ; — even a heathen could say, 
** Whoever was content with only one sin?" — and 
your course will be regularly worse and worse every 
year. Well did Jeremy Taylor describe the progress 
of sin in a man : " First it startles him, then it be- 
comes pleasing, then easy, then delightful, then fre- 
quent, then habitual, then confirmed. Then the man 
is impenitent, then obstinate, and then he is damned." 
Eeader I the devil only wants to get the wedge of a 
little allowed sin into your heart, and you will soon 
be all his own. Never play with fire ; never trifie 
with little sins. Watch and pray, lest ye enter into 
temptation. Keep thy heart with all diligence, for 
out of it are the issues of life. 



The Pierced Hand. 

It is safe to trust the hand that was nailed to the 
cross for us. That hand will neither betray our con- 
fidence reposed in it, nor suffer us to fall when we lean 
upon it for strength. Behind that hand is an arm of 
power, and behind that arm is a heart of infinite love. 
That hand, and arm, and heart, were once still and 
powerless in the grasp of death; but neither feeble- 
ness nor inefficiency beset them now. The One whose 
great heart beats for* liis chosen, whose strong arm is 
lifted for their defence, and whose tender hand is 
moved for their deliverance, has all power in heaven 
and in earth. None shall be able to pluck his own 
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out of his hand. That hand saved Peter from sink- 
ing into the turbulent billows ; it restored sight to the 
blind by its simple touch ; it held unmurmuringly the 
reed placed within the clasp of those sacred fingers all 
in mockery and scorn ; it broke the consecrated bread, 
and poured out the blessed wine to his beloved ; and 
when he left the earth and went up on high, His last 
recorded gesture was the stretching out of those dear 
hands in blessing on the heads of the little church of his 
steadfast love. Can such a hand ever faint or falter 
in its devotion to the holy and benevolent purpose 
for which it once, for our sakes, was racked with tor- 
turing pain, and bled to the coldness and paleness of 
death ? Can this hand whose first and latest act was 
benediction, ever forsake its own in the enemies' 
land, or ever fail in its present divine almightiness to 
lead the elect of God on to victory, and to Paradise ? 
O no I For he hath said, " I will not, I will not leave 
thee, I will never, never, never forsake thee." 

We musr, cling to that word, " Never." It was 
spoken by hps that never lied, by one who will not 
quench the smoking flax, nor break even a bruised 
reed, so careful is he of his own, God loves us wheth- 
er we love him or not, and he has exhausted all the 
divine methods in the manner in which he has mani- 
fested this love in the Man of Calvary, whose is the 
pierced hand and the wounded side. The enemy may 
come in like an overwhelming flood ; the black skies 
of earth may lower; the coming days be cold and 
dark ; the cloud seem to have no silver lining for us ; 
but that dear hand lives, lives to guide, and bless, and 
save ; lives to lift at last the just out of the coflSn and 
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the tomb, up to glory and the throne. Nailed to the 
cross, pierced %vith iron for tis, we may, we can, trust 
the strong and sacred hand of the Lord Jesus Christ 



Nkw Yeab's Hymn. 

A jear of life has glided by, 
I tnce its course with thoo^htfiil eye ; 
For rich in bleseiDgs from aboye 
It fbines with marks of heayenly loye, — 
My Father's love. 

From day to day by Him were giyen 
Each earthly good, each hope of heayen ; 
Nor did His hand correction spare, 
Bnt e'en His chast'nings proyed Bis care^^ 
My Father's care. 

And now a year before me stands^ 
The fatnre hidden in its hands, 
I know not what it may disclose ; 
Bat One who loves me, sees and knowsy-* 
My Father knows. 

Upheld by Him I will not fear 
To meet the secret of the year ; 
Its changes follow His command ; 
I know my times arc in His hand, — 
My Father's hand. 

My foes are strong:, and I am weak> 
Bat help divine I slill may seek : 
Look up, my heart, and fear no hamiy 
Almighty etrongtb is in His arm,— 
My Father's arm. 

For us His love hatli wonders done, 
For US Uo spared not His own Son ; 
Oh, Christ, my unbelief remove ! 
Nor let me ever doubt that love, — 
My Father's love. 

And when my days and years are pasty 
And nil life's trniningcnds at last, 
Mny I, nccepted through His grace, 
Behold forcverniorc Ills face, — 
My Father's face. 
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A Lord in the Family. 

A pompous, silly school-boy was one day boasting 
how many rich and noble relations he had ; and hav- 
ing exhausted his topics he turned with an important 
air and asked one of his school- fellows, 

** Are there any ' lords ' in your family ? " 

" Yes," said the little fellow, " there is one, at least, 
for I have often heard my mother say that the Lord 
Jesus Christ is our elder brother." 

The boy was right ; and as he grew up, it was his 
privilege to know more of this elder Brother, and to 
tell the perishing multitudes the tidings of his grace. 

Blessed are they who have one Lord in the family, 
and who know him as their elder Brother, and their 
everlasting Friend. ^ 

A Wise Pbeacher. 

The servant of a celebrated doctor of divinity had 
gone to hear the Rev. George Whitefield ; and on his 
return was thus interrogated by his master, who did 
not greatly relish Mr. W.'s popularity. "Well, John, 
what are your thoughts about Mr. Whitefield ? " " O 
sir 1 " said John, " he is a wise preacher, a very wise 
preacher." *' Yes," rejoined his master, " he is a 
wise preacher ; but there are preachers possessed of 
greater wisdom than he is." — " That may be," resum- 
ed John, *' yet he is a very wise preacher." His mas- 
ter retired into his study, and in a little time rung for 
John. When he came, he said to him, "John, he 
that winneth souls is wise : Mr. Whitefield is indeed 
a very wise preacher." 
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Would to God that there were more wise preachers. 
Wise, not in vain strivings and empty disputations, 

but wise with divine wisdom, and ever keeping in 
view tliat glorious day when " they that be wise shall 
shine ns the brightness of the firmament, and they 
that turn many to righteousness as the stars forever 
and ever," when the tokens of heavenly wisdom shall 
be, not scholastic honors or literary titles, but souls 
redeemed and sinners eternally saved. 



To Young Writers. 

The press moves the world. The pen is mightier 
than the sword. He who can write, ranks next to 
him who can pray. He who does both may employ 
the mightiest means to gain the grandest ends. Mul- 
titudes rusting in idleness should use the pen, not for 
a curse, but for a blessing to the world. 

Would you write ? You must work then. There 
is no royal road. Victories are won by veterans ; 
raw recruits too often court defeat. Have you grace 
enough to be taught ? Then you may yet have gift 
enough to teach. Suffer a word of counsel from one 
who has written much, and who wishes he had writ- 
ten better. 

I. Never think what to write; this is useless. 
Write what you think. Thoughts that kindle your 
heart will melt others. Ideas that stir the writer 
will wake up the reader. Write facts ; everybody 
loves facts, incidents, and true stories; and the world 
is flooded with whims, fancies, and fictions. Tell 
what you know^ rather than what you think. 
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n. Write with a rush, hurriedly, just as fast as 
you can. Whenever the thoughts come, scratch 
down your ideas with pen or pencil on a scrap of pa- 
per, anywhere you happen to be, and when you get 
at pen and paper, write them out more fully. 

III. Throw the article into the drawer, and let it 
lie for a few days or weeks, while you write more on 
the same, or on other subjects, studying meanwhile 
not only the subject you write on, but also grammar, 
logic, rhetoric, punctuation, penmanship, and every- 
thing else, especially the Word of <3od. 

IV. After some days or weeks, hunt up your ink 
blots and scratches, see how they look, read, re- 
arrange, omit, add, condense, and study the whole 
subject thoroughly. 

V. Write out the article carefully on one side of 
the paper, leaving margin for corrections, and putting 
everything into it that you wish to have there, and 
arranging the ideas and sentences in proper order. 

VI. Lay it aside a while, then read it all over by 
yourself aloudf and with a pen or pencil mark every- 
thing that does not read smooth, sound well, or ex- 
press the right ideas ; change the order of words and 
sentences, and, if needful, re-write the whole again. 
Put in all quotations from Scripture in full, and do 
not expect your readers to stop and hunt up pas- 
sages, for they mil not do it, 

VII. Keep it awhile, and then read it aloud to the 
best educated and most sensible friend you have, who 
is not too busy to hear it, and who is honest enough 
to tell you of your faults ; and when he has criti- 
cised it, then consider, condense, and improve it all 
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the tomb, up to glory and tbe throne. Nailed to the 
cross, pierced with iron for us, we may, we can, trust 
the strong and sacred hand of the Lord Jesus Christ. 



New Year's Hymn. 

A year of life has glided by, 
I trace its course with thoughtful eye ; 
For rich in blessings from above 
It shines with marks of heavenly love, — 
My Father's love. 

From day to day by Him were given 
Each earthly good, each hope of heaven ; 
Nor did His hand correction spare, 
But e'en His chast'nings proved His care,- 
My Father's care. 

And now a year before me stands. 
The fatnre hidden in its hands, 
I know not what it may disclose ; 
Bat One who loves me, sees and knowSy— • 
My Father knows. 

Upheld by Him I will not fear 
To meet the secret of the year ; 
Its changes follow His command ; 
I know my times are in His hand, — 
My Father's hand. 

My foes are strong, and I am weak, 
Bat help divine I sllll may seek : 
Look up, my heart, and fear no harniy 
Almighty strength is in His arm,— 
My Father's arm. 

For us His love hath wonders done, 
For ns He spared not His own Son ; 
Oh, Christ, my unbelief remove ! 
Nor let me ever doubt that love, — 
My Father's love. 

And when my days and years are pasty 
And all life's train log ends at last. 
May I, accepted through His grace, 
Behold forevermore His face, — 
My Father's face. 
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a dime ; or an advertisement, which costs a dollar a line. 

4. Do not ask an editor to return your manuscript. 
Keep a copy. With scores of letters to read daily, 
he has something to do besides hunting up last year's 
manuscripts, received, rejected, and buried, or burned 
up long ago. 

5. Do not get angry because your first article is re- 
jected. Quite likely if it is printed, you will live to 
wish it had been burned up, or sent to the paper mill. 
The first pair of shoes a cobbler makes are not likely 
to sell very readily ; and it takes more skill, and longer 
practice to write good articles than to make good shoes. 

6. Keep trying and sending on ; the practice will do 
you good ; and if writing is in you, it will come out. 
But if you cannot stand criticism, and rejection, and 
fault-finding, you will make a poor author, and may 
as well know it at once. The writer's first article was 
rejected ; he kept it a while, and sent it to the same 
paper again, and it was printed. 

7. Eemember, an editor may have a peck of better 
articles than yours is, which he wrote himself, and 
yet does not think are worth publishing. He will do 
thebsst he can, consistently, by you. He is more anx- 
ious to encourage good writers than you are to write. 

8. Do not expect a poor editor to set up a reading 
school, spelling school, grammar school, and writing 
school for the benefit of those who have not improv- 
ed their opportunities at home. You can study these 
matters anywhere ; do not impose your ignoranoe on 
an editor, and then wonder that he hasn't time to fool 
over such nonsense. Some poor printer has to set up 
the type for your article. Every cent j^ou save by 
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using pale ink, poor paper, and writing carelessly be- 
cause you are in a hurry, or writing finely, or cross- 
wise, to save three cents' postage, will cost the printer 
in toil, delay, and eye-sight, at least fifty times a3 
much money as you will save, besides causing him to 
commit blunders for you to scold about. Do you 
wonder such articles are rejected ? I can write an ar- 
ticle for the press in half the time I could correct such 
an one; and I have often copied over entire pages, 
rather than torment a compositor with illegible man- 
uscript. 

9. Do not get angry. Do not write slang, or per- 
sonalities, or abuse, or slander. A lie told is bad 
enough ; printed, it is multiplied a thousand fold. 
Remember the judgment day. Writers and editors 
may shirk responsibilities here, but they must meet 
them then and there. Write for Christ, and for eter- 
nity ; proclaim peace on earth, and good will to men, 
and all will be well. 



The Mimic Saved. V. 

Many a man who has forgotten his dignity, and lent 
himself to mimic and deride the servants of the Most 
High, has found himself, ere he was aware of it, face 
to face with eternal realities, and pierced to the heart 
by the power of the living Word. Many who have 
thus come to scoff, have remained to pray, and have 
glorified God who saved them from their sins. 

'* When the celebrated Whitefield was addressing an 
immense crowd with his accustomed fervor and elo- 
quence, under the shade of a venerable tree in the 
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meadows at Edinburgh, a poor creature, thinking to 
turn him into ridicule, had perched himself on one 
of the overhanging boughs right above the preacher's 
head, and, with monkey-like dexterity, mimicking his 
gesticulations, endeavored to raise a laugh among the 
audience. Guided by the looks of some of his hear- 
ers, Whitefield caught a glance of him, but without 
seeming to have noticed him, continued his discourse. 
With the skill of a practiced orator, he reserved the 
incident for the proper place and time. He was ex- 
piating at the moment on the power and sovereignty 
of Divine grace. With gathering force and earnest- 
ness, he told of the unlikely objects it had often chos- 
en, and the unlooked-for triumphs it had achieved 
As he rose to the climax of his inspiring theme, and 
when in the full sweep of his eloquence, he suddenly 
paused, and turning round and pointing slowly to thje 
wretch above him, exclaimed, in a tone of deep and 
thrilling pathos, * Even he may yet be the subject of 
that free and resistless gracQ.* It was a shaft fi'om 
the Almighty. Winged by the Divine Spirit, it 
struck the scoffer to the heart, and realized, in his 
conversion, the glorious truth it contained." 

This incident is but one of many which illustrates 
the divine compassion, and the power of saving grace. 
Let us learn hence to be patient with the wayward 
sons of Adam. Most of their scoffing is but outward 
bravado to hide the inward disquiet of a so rely- trou- 
bled heart. It is the whistle of a frightened boy 
passing a graveyard ; — he would never put on courage 
unless his heart was full of fear. It is the liurry of a 
harpooned whale, wl»ioV »Vio^^ tv>^rpi)y tliof tVir >/\fi 
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Be patient with the hollow mockery of scoffers ; 
pray for them in secret ; warn them with tears ; and 
many whose wickedness now grieves your heart, may 
yet join you in the song of praise " Unto Him that 
loved us. and washed us from our sins in his own 
blood." 



A Word to the Wife. ^ 

" Wife and mother, are you tired and out of pa- 
tience with your husband's and your children's de- 
mands upon your time and attention? Are you 
tempted to speak out angry feelings to that faithful, 
but, perhaps, sometimes heedless or exacting hus- 
band of yours, or to scold and fret at those sweet and 
beautiful ones ? Do you groan and say, * What a fool 
I was to marry, and leave my father's house, where 
I lived in easCwand quiet ' ? Are you, by reason of 
the care and weariness of body which wifehood and 
motherhood must bring, forgetful of, and unmindful 
for their comforts and their joys? 

Oh, wife and mother ! what if a stroke should 
smite your husband and lay him low ? What if 
your children should be snatched from your arms, 
and from your bosom ? What if there were no true, 
strong heart for you to lean upon? What if there 
were no soft little innocents to nestle in your arms, 
and to love you, or receive your love ? How would 
it be with you then? 

Be patient and kind, dear wife ; be unwearying 
and long-suffering, dear mother ; for you know not 
how long you may have your best and dearest treas- 
ures with you; you know not how long you may 
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tarry with them. Let there be nothing for you to re- 
member which will wring yoi^ heart with remorse 
if they leave you alone ; let there be nothing for 
them to remember but sweetness and love unuttera- 
ble, if you are called to leave them by the way. Be 
patient, be pitiful, be tender of them all ; for death 
may step sooner or later between them and you. And 
oh, what would you do, if you should be doomed to 
sit solitary and forsaken through years and years ? 
Be happy as you are, even with all your trials ; for, 
believe it, thou wife of a true and loving husband, 
there is no lot in life more blessed than thine own." 

True, there are trials, and toils, and tears. But 
the sons of Adam must toil, and the daughters of 
Eve must suffer. And these very suflferings will 
work good for us, and these very cares will be a 
blessing to the patient soul. A cross when borne is 
the forerunner of a crown laid up for the trusting 
follower of the Son of God. 

And besides all this, repining makes nothing l^et- 
ter. No lot in life is exempt from trial and care ; 
and no condition is without its bitterness and tears. 
Eemember, then, that God has portioned out your 
life in mercy and in love, and accept each trial as a 
needful correction from a loving Father's hand. 

« Deem not that they are blest alone 
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep i 
For God, who pities man, hath shown 
A blessing on the eyes that weep.'* 

The light of smiles shall fill again 

The lids that overflow with tears i 
And weary hours of woe and pain 

Are earnests of serener years.'' 
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Does It Pay? '7^ 

The articles published in The Christian newspa- 
per are often reprinted as tracts for general circulation. 

Some of these tracts, were one day given to Bro. 
E., who labors among the seamen in the city of Bos- 
ton. The other day he called and said : 

**I went into a saloon on Eichmond street with 
some tracts, and gave one entitled *' Swear not at 

ALL " to an old sailor there. He said, ' Go to .* 

He had been drinking, and his glass stood near him, 
but he took the tract, and I prayed for the blessing 
of God to attend it. 

A few days after, the man came into the little mis- 
sion meeting and said, *E., that tract you gave me in 
the saloon in Eichmond street had been the means of 
my conversion. I have sailed the ocean for forty- 
five years, and have been the terror of the ship in 
fighting, and drinking, and quarreling; but now I 
am going to sea again, and I hope I shall be a mis- 
sionary on board, telling what God has done for me.* 
He has since sailed on another voyage, rejoicing in 
the Lord his Savior." 

That tract cost about one mill. Does it pay f 

Again said Bro. E., " I went into a saloon in North 
street, and found a man there with a glass of rum in 
his hand. I gave him the tract ' SwBAR NOT AT ALL,' 
and said to him, * My friend, read this and study it, 
and it may cure you of drinking.' A few days after 
the same man came into the meeting and said with 
tears, ' Bro. E., when you saw me last, you saw me 
in that saloon in North street, drinking rum. You gave 
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me that tract. After I had done driuking, I thought 
I would read it. I sat down and read it and felt mis- 
erable. I did not know what ailed me. In the even- 
ing, when I had gone to bed, something seemed to 
be whispering to me, " You must be converted." I 
got out of bed, and fell on my knees, and said, "If 
there is anything in religion. Til have it ; " and the 
Lord blessed me while I was on my knees, and I feel 
determined from this time to serve the Lord. I have 
a praying mother down in Maine. I ran away from 
home five years ago, and never have written a letter 
to her, or told her where I have been: but now I'll 
go and tell my dear mother I have found Jesus I ^ ^^ 

That tract cost about one mill. Did it pay f We 
think so, and are glad that we decided to print it. 

We can find ways to scatter tons of such tracts 
among sailors in this and other ports ; and once on 
shipboard, they traverse every ocean and touch on 
every shore ; and mothers who have long prayed for 
their wandering prodigals, may find their prayers an- 
swered through such means as these. And one or 
two dollars will pay for stereotyping such a tract as 
that above mentioned; and then the tracts only cost 
about a dollar a thousand, or some eight or ten copies 
for a cent. Does it pay to scatter them at such a cost ? 
We think it does. Much of the seed may be wasted 
by the wayside, but here and there it grows and 
bears an hundred fold ; bringing forth fruit unto ho- 
liness, and the end thereof being everlasting life. 
And in this work persons of every age, sex, class or 
condition, can aid by labor, or prayer, by contributing, 
or distributing. 
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Start Just Right. X 

Bight is right. About right isn't. About straight 
is crooked, and about right is exactly wrong. If you 
aim rightj you hit the mark ; if not, you miss it, that's 
all. Six inches change in a railroad switch lands you 
in the depot, safe and sound, or tumbles you in the 
ditch, banged and bruised, as the case may be. 

The late Amos Lawrence, who was not more emi- 
nent for the greatness of his wealth than the munifi- 
cence of his charities, gives the following good coun- 
sel to young men, just starting in life : — 

" Take this for your motto at the commencement of 
your journey, that the difference of going just rights 
or little wrong, will be the difference of finding your- 
self in good quarters, or in a miserable bog or slough, 
at the end of it. Of the whole number educated in 
the Groton stores for some years before and after my- 
self, no one else, to my knowledge, escaped the bog 
or slough ; and my escape T trace to the simple fact 
of my having put a restraint upon my appetite. 

We five boys were in the habit, every forenoon, of 
making a drink compounded of rum, raisins, sugar, 
nutmeg, etc., with biscuit, — all palatable to eat and 
drink. After being in the store four weeks, I found 
myself admonished by my appetite of the approach 
of the hour of indulgence. Thinking the habit might 
make trouble if allowed to grow stronger, without 
further apology to my seniors, 1 declined partaking 
with them. My first resolution was to abstain for a 
week, and, when the week was out, for a month, and 
then for a year. Finally, I resolved to abstain for the 
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rest of apprenticeship, which was for five years long- 
er. During that whole period, I never drank a spoon- 
ful, though I mixed gallons daily for my old master 
and his customers. 

I decided not to be a slave to tobacco in any form, 
and I have never in my life smoked a cigar ; never 
chewed but one quid, and that was before I was fif- 
teen ; and never took an ounce of snuflF, though the 
scented rappee of forty years ago had great charms 
for me. Now, I say, to this simple fact of starting 
just right I am indebted, with God's blessings on my 
labors, for my present position, as well as that of the 
numerous connections sprung up all around me," 

A Wayside Word. 

One pleasant morning as two men in Cattaraugus 
county, New York, were going into the field to mow, 
their attention was attracted by the long beard and 
shabby appearance of a man who was journeying 
along the way. 

One of the men, with vulgar language, inquired 
of the other, saying, " Who is that? " 

The other, whose name was Barton, replied, " I 
do not know ; but from the description I have heard, 
I think it is Dow." 

The stranger then addressed them with a very 
pleasant and courteous salutation, and said, " Gentle* 
men, did you ever hear Dow preach? " 

"No,'' was the reply. 

" Would you like to hear him preach ? " he con- 
tinued, 

** Yes," was the second reply. 
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Lorenzo Dow then reverently removing his hat 
from his head, and placing it under his arm, and af- 
ter offering a very low and short, but eflfectual and 
fervent prayer, preached the following sermon :— 

" Gentlemen : you were born into the world naked ; 
you go through the world in trouble ; and if you do 
well, it will be well with you." 

He stopped, and in a moment was on his way to 
Mayville, and they saw him no more. But there 
was something in the fervency of his prayer, and the 
manner in which he spoke, as he looked them in the 
eye, that caused the men to tremble. And so deep 
was the impression made upon their minds, that they 
did not go into the field that morning to mow, as 
they had intended. 

" And though that was thirty-five years ago," says 
Mr. Barton, "it was the greatest sermon I ever 
heard. It is true we came into the world naked, — 
we brought nothing with us, and though we may do 
the very best we can in this world, yet trouble is 
unavoidable. And I have thought a thousand times, 
if I could be found doing well, I can trust for the 
future that it will be well with me hereafter." 



Speak More of Jesus. 

Luke xxiv. 27. 

How sad it is that when Christians congregate to- 
gether, whether it be at the table, or elsewhere, there 
is so little talk of the Lord, and so little enquiry 
about his truth. We are ever ready to talk of our 
sect, our v-»,hurch, our pastor, our success, our meet- 
ings, our enterprises, etc., but oh 1 how seldom we 
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sit down quietly to talk of Jesus. It is also very 
humiliating to think how little time we are alone 
with the Lord, and how little we relish quiet com- 
munion with Himself. There may be much zeal, 
much service, much noise, much appliance and 
means, and yet very little of Jesus. It is joy to him, 
when we come away from our pleasures and pur- 
suits, our engagements and our services, to spend a 
few brief moments in his presence, to breathe his 
love, and to hear his word. If a fond father sees his 
children so much engaged in service for him as to 
have no time to sit on his knee and commune with 
him, would it not fill his heart with grief? And 
thus it is with our Heavenly Father, when his chil- 
dren are more occupied with work than with him- 
self. The result of service engaged in without com- 
munion is restlessness, barrenness, and agitation now, 
and loss of reward hereafter. On the other hand, to 
be occupied with Christ himself, will lead us to ac- 
tivity for him in the right way, and g've us joy in 
our work. 



God Knows It All. 

In the dim recess of thy spirit's chamber, 
Is there some hidden grief thon mayst not tell f 

Let not thine heart forsake thee, but remember, 
His pitying eye who sees and knows it well :— 
God knows it all I 

And art thon tossed on billows of temptation. 
And wotddst do good, but evil oft prevails ? 

Oh, think, amid the waves of tribulation. 
When earthly hope, when earthly refage fiulfl, 
He knows it alL 



\ 
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Art thon oppressed, and poor, and heayy-hearted, 
The heavens above thee in thick clonds arrayed, 

And well-nigh crushed, no earthly strength imparted, 
No friendly voice to say, ** Be not afraid ? ** — 
He knows it all. 

Art thon a mourner ? Are thy tear-drops flowing 

For one too early lost to earth and thee? 
The depths of grief no human spirit knowing — 

Which mourn in secret, like the moaning sea ?— 
He knows it all ! 

Dost thou look back upon a life of sinning ? 

Forward, and tremble for thy fature lot ? 
By Him who sees the end from the beginning, 

Thy tear of penitence is not forgot, — 
He knows it all I 

Then go to God ; pour out your heart before him ; 

There is no grief your Father cannot feel : 
And let your grateful song of praise adore Him,^- 

To save, forgive, and every wound to heal : — 
God knows it all ! 



"Trials I Cannot Speak About/' 

" We glory in tribulations also, knowing that trib- 
ulation worketh patience." How few have attained 
that spirit of the apostle, to bear meekly, yea, joyful- 
ly, the allotted sujBFerings of life. Mrs. H. had do- 
mestic trials, and it was not best to spread them be- 
fore others, even to gain sympathy. Her heart was 
heavy with grief while she bore the burden. Like 
her, thou.^ands are struggling through life without 
accepting the offered help. Many are too proud to 
own their need of relief, or listen to advice. 

Not so with Mrs. S. She had learned to cast her 
burden hourly on the Lord, and spread her deep grief 
before Him who always gives grace to those who 
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trust in him. She was cheerful, ever ready to speak 
words of comfort to others, not alluding to her own 
constant trials. " God is our refuge and strength, a 
very present help in trouble." 

How is it with yon, afflicted disciple? Think who 
it is that gives you what you may call a great trial. 
He knows just what you need to keep you humble, to 
try your faith, to fit you for his service. Do not 
waste time in dwelling on your sorrow, but look to 
Jesus for strength, and use it in working for him. 
Whatever may be your lot, there is help in Jesns, if 
you will give him your whole heart, and receive his 
words. He is a very present help to all who cast their 
burden on him, and leave it there. Sweetly acquiesce 
in his vrill^ because it is best, whatever it may cost 
you. 



The Sunshiny Member. 

Every family needs, and every ' well regulated fam- 
ily ' has at least one sunshiny member ; generally 
some one who does not bear the heaviest burdens of 
the home, but yet whose heart has been touched by 
sorrow, melted by pity, and warmed by love, — some 
dear 'grandma,' or 'auntie,' or sister, or mother, 
whose presence makes sunshine, whose smile scatters 
clouds, whose soft answer turns away wrath, whose 
sympathy dries tears, whose counsel composes diffi- 
culties, whose ear listens to troubles, whose heart 
keeps secrets, and who weaves a band of light and 
love about the home, and paints it with those mellow 
tints which never fade from memory's canvas, and 



THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 209 

which cause so many a long-drawn sigh when the 
dear spell of youth is broken, and we go forth to stem 
the storms of earth alone. 

Can we not catch this sunshine, and each become 
a sunshiny member of the circle where we move? 
How much peace, and joy, and hope, and strength, 
and courage we may thus minister ; how much weari- 
ness, and doubt, and care, and gloom we may dispel I 
This gift is not all nature ; part of it is nature, part 
grace, and part experience, born of sorrow and of 
tears. The secret is love — love thy neighbor as thyr 
self — patience towards all men, and the spirit of 
Christ abiding in the heart. 

<<Loye thyself last ; cherlBli the hearts that wait thee; 
And in thy right hand carry gentle peace." 

And though you sha^l not be free from trials, you 
will share the sunshine that you make, and taste the 
blessings you diflEuse, and honor Christ, and bless and 
save your friends. 

An Unpaid Debt. 

An Englishman, a native of Yorkshire, going to 

reside at Kingston, in Jamaica, was reduced from a 

state of affluence to very great distress ; so much so, 

that in the time of sickness he was destitut.e of home, 

money, medicine, food, and friends. Just in this time 

of need, an old Christian negro offered his assistance; 

which being gladly accepted, this "neighbor to him" 

bought medicine, and administered it himself; for- 
nished nourishment; sat up three nights; and, in 

short, acted the part of doctor, nurse, and host. 
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Through the blessing of God, the old negro's ef- 
forts were rendered successful in the recovery of the 
sick man; who then inquired what expenses he had 
been at, and promised speedy remuneration. 

The generous old Christian replied, " Massa, you 
no owe me nothing ; me owe you much still." *' How 
do you make that out?" said the restored mar.. 
" Why, massa, me neber able to pay you ; because 
you taught me to read de Word of God! " This re- 
ply so aflected the man, that he resolved, from that 
time, to seek the Lord. 

There are many who to-day are teaching the pooi^ 
negroes to read the Word of God, who are not repaid 
with money, but who will yet reap the eternal grati- 
tude of those who so long have sat in darkness and 
the shadow of death. And it may be that some of 
these poor benighted ones, even in this world, will be 
permitted to show by kindly deeds, that they do not 
forget how much they owe to those who are privileged 
of the Lord, to lead them to the living streams which 
flow in the sacred Word, and direct their hearts to 
Him who came to break every yoke and let the op- 
ressed go free, 

Washington and Payne. 

When George Washington was stationed in early 
life at Alexandria, with a regiment under his com- 
mand, he grew warm one day at an election, and said 
something very oflfensive to a Mr. Payne, who, with 
one blow of his cane, felled him to the ground. On 
hearing of the insult offered to their commander, the 
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regiment, burning for revenge, immediately started 
for the city ; but Washington met them, and begged 
them, by their regard for him, to return peaceably 
to their barracks. 

Finding himself in the wrong in his* hasty expres- 
sions, he nobly resolved to make an honorable rep- 
aration, and the next morning sent a polite note re- 
questing Payne to meet him at the tavern. Payne 
took it for a challenge, and went in expectation of a 
duel ; but what was his surprise to find instead of 
pistols, a decanter of wine on the table I Washing- 
ton rose to meet him, and said with a smile, 

" Mr. Payne, to err is human ; but to correct our 
errors is always honorable. I believe I was wrong 
yesterday ; you have had, I think, some satisfaction ; 
and if you deem that suflScient, here is my haiid — 
let us be friends." 

Such an act of justice and courtesy few could re- 
sist ; and Payne became from that moment, through 
life, an enthusiastic friend and admirer of Washing- 
ton, who, in all his victories, never won a more glo- 
rious triumph than when by ruling his own spirit he 
subdued the anger of his enemy, and won his confi- 
dence and love. 

** Cheer Him!" ^ 

In one of our large cities a fire broke out in a lofty 
dwelling. It was near midnight, and the flames had 
made headway before they were discoveied. The fire 
companies rallied; the inmates escaped in affright; 
and the firemen worked with a will to subdue the 
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flames. The smoke had become so thick that the 
outlines of the house were scarcely visible, and the 
fiery element was raging with fearful power, when a 
piercing cry thrilled all hearts, as they learned that 
there was one person yet unsaved within the building. 

In a moment a ladder was swung through thQ air 
and planted against the heated walls, and a brave fire- 
man rushed up its rounds to the rescue. 

Overcome by the smoke, and perhaps daunted by 
the hissing flames before him, he halted, and seemed 
to hesitate. It was an awful scene. A life hung in 
the balance, and each moment was an age. 

*^ Cheer him ! " shouted a voice from the crowd ; 
and a v/ild " Hurrah I " burst like a tempest from 
the beholding multitude. That cheer did the work ; 
and the brave fireman went upward, amid smoke and 
flame, and in a moment descended with the rescued 
one in his arms. 

Friend, brother, when you see a brave soul battling 
with temptation, struggling under the cross, rushing 
forward to rescue dying men, and yet faltering in an 
hour of weakness, or a moment of peril, then " Cheer 
him!" Give him a word of cheer to encourage his 
fainting spirit. Let him know that friendly eyes are 
watcliing his toils, and loving hearts are throbbing 
in unison with his. And as a pebble's fall may change 
a river's course, so your words of sympathetic kind- 
ness may uplift a drooping heart, and fix its faltering 
purpose for a noble life. And as you give new cour- 
ag:e to some fainting soul, vou shall win new bless* 
ings for your own, and find that " a word fitly spoken 
*»;j liL'p *ipr^^'' '^f crold 'r» baskets of pilver" 
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Slander. 

'Twas but a breath — 
And yet a woman's fair fame wilted, 
And friends once fond grew cold and stilted ; 

And life was worse than death. 

One veuomed word, 
That struck its coward, poisoned blow 
In craven whispers, hushed and low, 

And yet the wide world heard. 

*Twas but one whispered — one— 
That muttered low, for very shame. 
That thing the slanderer dare not name. 

And yet its work was done. 

A hint so slight, 
And yet so mighty in its power, 
A human soul, in one short hour. 

Lies crushed beneath its blight. 



Bishop Griswold's Reprover. 

The Episcopal Record relates an anecdote of Bishop 
Griswold, in illustration of his adherence to the fol- 
lowing resolution or maxim adopted in early life — 
** When censured, or accused, to correct^ not to justify 

my error." 

*^ During his residence in Bristol, B. L, a certain 

minister, with more zeal than discretion, became im- 
pressed with the conviction that the Bishop was a 
mere formalist in religion, and that it was his duty to 
go and warn him of his danger, and exhort him to 
* flee from the wrath to come.' Accordingly he 
called upon the Bishop, very solemnly made known 
his errand, and forthwith he entered upon his reproof. 
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The Bishop listened in silence till his visitor had 
closed a severely denunciatory exhortation, and then 
in substance replied as follows : * My dear friend, I 
do not wonder that they who witness the inconsisten- 
cy of my daily conduct, and see how poorly I adorn 
the doctrine of God my Savior, should think I have 
no religion. I often fear for myself that such is the 
case, and feel very grateful to you for giving me this 
warning.' 

The reply was made with such an evidently unaf- 
fected humility, and with such a depth of feeling of 
sincerity, that if an audible voice from heaven had 
attested the genuineness of his Christian character, it 
could not more effectually have silenced his kindly- 
intending but misjudging censor, or more completely 
have disabused him of his false impressions. He im- 
mediately acknowledged his error, begged the Bish- 
op's pardon, and ever afterwards looked upon him as 
one of the distinguished lights of the Christian world.'* 

If there were more of this plain dealing with men 
and ministers, it would be better for all concerned. 
If the good brother had not reproved the Bishop, he 
might have thought and called him a hypocrite, oi 
formalist, all his life. Doubtless it was a heavy cross 
he bore, when he undertook to tell him frankly what 
he thought, and if the good Bishop had spurned him 
with contempt, as many a poor mortal would, or re- 
proved him as a false accuser, the man would doubt- 
less have been confirmed in his convictions. Patience 
under rebuke is one of the tokens of a subdued will, 
and a sanctified heart. That man who, urged by a 
sense of duty, dares to come and tell me of my faulty 
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deserves thanks, not reproacb, and kindness, rather 
than a spiteful rebuff. He may be in error, and he 
may misjudge, but he acts ^ friendly part, and gives 
me an opportunity to set him right if he is in the 
wrong. And even the enemy that in anger hurls re- 
proaches in my teeth, or slanders me behind my back, 
may do me a greater kindness than any flatterer can 
do, by giving me warning against my weaknesses, 
my faults, and my sins. *' Let the righteous smite 
me ; it shall be a kindness : and let him reprove me ; 
it shall be an excellent oil, which shall not break my 
head." 

*'EvEN So, Come, Lord Jesus." 

It was centuries ago, on that lonely isle of Pat- 
mos, that the beloved disciple uttered those sweet 
words, "Even so, come, Lord Jesus." It was in re- 
sponse to the solemn watchword of Jesus himself, 
** Surely, I come quickly." It was God's Holy Spir- 
it that inspired this affectionate prayer in the heart 
of the exiled apostle, and again wafted it in incense 
before the throne of the Eternal. After beholding 
wondrous visions of the mighty future, and marking 
the course of time as events rolled on, closing up 
the Gentile age with the overthrow of the apostate 
kingdoms of the world, and the bringing in of a 
new and better dispensation, his heart was filled with 
love to the Savior, and he longed for the triumph 
and reign of his blessed Lord. For he well knew 
that with the coming of that event wickedness 
should cease in the earth, and the glory of the Lord 
should cover it " as the waters cover the sea." 
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Although eighteen centuries have nearly passed 
away since these words were first uttered ; though 
many sorrows, trials, and disappointments, have be- 
fallen God^s holy watchers during those long years, 
in their struggle to hold fast the "blessed hope; " 
though Jesus has not yet come in his glory ; and 
though many are growing weary, and are saying, 
" My Lord delayeth his coming ; " his coming is nev- 
ertheless certain, and we still say, " Even so, come, 
Lord Jesus." 

Yes, the Savior will come, for he has promised it, 
and he never deceives. When he comes, he will 
raise the sleeping saints, restore the world to its 
Edenic state, and reign with his people on the earth. 
Then will be commingled together in heavenly uni- 
son the voices of angelic hosts with those of the re- 
deemed of earth, praising God for his righteous 
judgments, and for bringing redemption to the world. 

But oh ! what a fearful doom will be that of the 
wicked, who will then call upon the rocks and moun- 
tains to hide them '* from the face of Him that sitteth 
upon the throne, and from the wrath of the Lamb." 

Reader, do you love Jesus, and if so, do you " love 
his appearing ? " Do you ever pray to be accounted 
worthy to escape that hour of trial which is about to 
come upon all them that dwell upon the earth ? Do 
you expect to be a guest at the marriage supper of 
the Lamb, or will you be shut out with the unwatoh- 
ful "foolish virgins? " These are questions of in- 
tense moment, not only for the ungodly, but for those 
also who profess to love the Savior ; for " the day of 
the Lord is near, it hasteth greatly." " Blessed is he 
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that watcheth." " The watchman said, The morning 
Cometh, and also the night." Strange that morning 
and night should come together ; but so it is — morn- 
ing as bringing deliverance to the righteous; but 
night as bringing destruction to the wicked 1 Are 
we ready for these things ? 



\ 



God's Anvil. 

Pain's famace heat within me quivers, 
God's breath upon the flame doth blow. 

And all my heart in angnish shivers, 
And trembles at the fiery glow ; 

And jret I whisper, As God will! 

And m his hottest fire hold stilL 

He comes and lays my heart, aU heated, 
On the hard anvil, minded so 

Into his own fair shape to beat it 
With his great hammer, blow on blow \ 

And yet I whisper, As God wiU I 

And at his heaviest blows hold stilL 

He takes my softened heart and beats it. 
The sparks fly off at every blow ; 

He tnms it o'er and o'er and heats it, 
And lets it cool and makes it glow ; 

And yet I whisper. As God will ! 

And m his mighty hand hold stilL 

Why should I mnrmor? for the sorrow, 
Thns only longer-lived would be ; 

Its end may come, and wiU, to-morrow. 
When God has done his work in me; 

So I say,^ trusting. As God will I 

And, trusting to the end, hold stilL 

He kindles, for my profit purely, 
Affliction's glowing fiery brand. 

And aU his heaviest blows are surely 
Inflicted by a master hand; 

So I say, praving, As God will I 

And hope in him, and suffer stilL 
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Women in Revivals. 

During a series of religious meetings held somo 
years ago in Johnstown, Ohio, by a preacher named 
C, it was observed that most of the persons who ex- 
pressed a desire for salvation were women. This 
provoked the stale comment, — so often heard from men 
whose brains are so addled and stupefied with rum 
and tobacco, as to be almost proof against moral and 
religious influences — that only weak-minded persons 
could be induced to seek the Lord, and that men of 
judgment were not so easily deluded. 

These remarks came to the ears of Mr. C, and the 
next evening of the meeting, as he was closing the 
exercises, he took occasion to notice the objection in 
words substantially as follows : — 

** Well, friends, we have had a very profitable meet- 
ing to-night. I wish, however, to notice a little ob- 
jection that I heard of to-day, concerning our meet- 
ings. Some persons have said that this is not really 
the work of the Lord, because nearly all the seekers 
are females ; they, moreover, challenge us to tell why 
there is so large a proportion of the weaker sex en- 
gaged in this work. 

Now, sirs, I will not answer your question directly, 

but see here : — Two years ago I had occasion to go to 
preach to the prisoners in the Ohio penitentiary. 
Now, how did it happen, that there were more than 
four hundred males in that prison, and only about 
half a dozen of the weaker sex ? When you answer 
this, I will be prepared to speak to your question." 

Mr. C.'s point was well taken. And yet he need 
not have rested the case there. When a thousand 
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men can be found as sober, as free from the besotting 
influence of alcohol, tobacco, licentiousness, lying, 
cheating, gambling, and party politics, as a thousand 
of their wives, mothers, and sisters are ; and who 
would be as willing to have their whole histories read 
before the world as they ; and who have done as much 
to elevate, and as little to degrade the opposite sex as 
their mothers, wives, and sisters have ; then if there 
are not as many men as women among them, seeking 
and serving the Lord, the probable reason will be 
that in the sacred temple of a woman's heart there is, 
by nature, more of the element of pure devotion, 
more of the emotion of gratitude and praise, less of 
self-dependence and independence, and more of that 
faith which leads the soul to rest and trust upon the 
everlasting arm of God, than there is in the natural 
constitution of the opposite sex. 

Epiphany. 

He came ; no pomp, nor rojal crown, 
Waited his step, or decked his brow, 
But grief and shame oppress him now, 

While friends disown, 
And death the injured King laid low. 

He came ; but few him reverence paid ; 
The cold world's scorn, the sharpened spear. 
The tannt, the throne, the sigh, the tear, 

Were his instead ; 
Nor room nor home for Jesns here. 

He comes again ; earth's diadems 
And thrones of power to him belong, 
While ronnd him angels chant in song, 

And bright as gems 
His saints shall Join the mighty throng. 
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He comes, he comes ; but not alone, 
For myriads now are in his train ; 
And earth, and skj, and sonnding maix^ 

Shall cease their groan, 
And shout him welcome back again. 

He comes ; ye dead unseal your eyes I 
Loud sounds the trumpet, Comd away I 
His chariot wheels no more delay, 

Mount up the skies 
That flash and burn along his way. 

He comes : Oh hearts that wait that mom, 
Be clean, stand firm, watch now, andpra/i 
And sweetly then the King will say. 

Beloved, well done • 
Enter the everlasting day. 



Christian Intercourse. 

" It is frequently most painful and deeply hum- 
bling to observe tbe character of intercourse which 
prevails now-a-days amongst those whose professed 
principles would lead us to look for very diflferent 
practical results. While marking the intercourse, 
and hearkening to the conversation which frequent- 
ly obtains amongst professing Christians of the pres- 
ent day, one feels disposed to ask, Is it possible that 
these people really believe what they profess? Do 
they believe that they are "dead and risen with 
Christ," that their calling is a heavenly one — that 
they are part of Christ's body — that they are cruci- 
fied with Christ — that they are not in the flesh, but 
in the Spirit — that they are pilgrims and strangers — 
that they are waiting for God's Son from heaven? 
It may be that all these weighty principles are items 
in the creed to which they have given % nominal 
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assent ; but it is morally impossible that their hearts 
can be affected by them. How could a heart, really 
under toe power of such stupendous truths, take 
pleasure, or even take part, in vain, frivolous, empty 
talk — talk about people and their circumstances, with 
whom and with which they have nothing whatever 
to do — talk about every passing trifle of the day ? 
Could a heart full of Christ be thus occupied ? It 
is as impossible as that noon could intermingle with 
midnight. Yet, professing Christians, when they 
meet in the drawing-room, at the dinner table, and 
at their tea parties, are, alas ! too often found thus 
occupied. 

I cannot doubt but that much of that lack of deep, 
settled, habitual peace, of which so many complain, 
is very justly traceable to the light and trifling hab 
its of conversation in which they indulge ; to their 
reading of newspapers and other light works. Such 
things must grieve the Holy Spirit ; and if the Holy 
Spirit is grieved, Christ cannot be enjoyed ; for it is 
the Spirit alone who, by the written Word, ministers 
Christ to the soul." 



The First Family Prayer. 

A gentleman with whom I am personally acquaint- 
e.(], for many years cast off fear and restrained prayer. 
Tie had no love for religion, nor respect for the Chris- 
tian profession. He married a lady who was a pro- 
fessed Christian ; but they agreed on the subject of 
religion to disagree. After some years he became a 
hopeful convert to the cross of Christ. He felt, as 
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every child of God will feel, that he ought to erect a 
family altar, and gather his household around it, 
morning and evening. It was a solemn occasion ; the 
husband, once stout-hearted and rebellious, but now 
penitent and subdued ; the wife, weeping for joy at 
the mercy of God which had visited her house, and 
at the answer which at length had been given to 
prayer long continued; and the children, wondering 
at the strange sight. All were together. As the 
husband and the father took in his hand the Book of 
God, to be the minister of his own house, he turned 
to his wife and said : 

** I cannot begin this solemn service, and erect an 
altar here, without first acknowledging how much I 
am indebted to you, as instrumental, in the hands of 
God, of my conversion. On the day of my marriage, 
I had no confidence in religion. I was a mocker at 
the truths of God. I said, My wife professes to be a 
Christian; I will see, in her conduct, what religion 
is; I will know if there is any reality in the Chris- 
tian profession. From that moment I have had^my 
eye upon you. I have watched you in every position 
in which you have been placed. I have seen you in 
moments of joy and grief; in your relations to the 
family and to the church ; in those hours of relax- 
ation in which the mind is unbent; in those sea- 
sons-.of communion with your Savior, when, with 
a firm voice and fervent spirit, you have prayed for 
my salvation, and when you knew not that my ear 
heard your petition. I have seen your joy, as you 
have clasped the new-born babe to your bosom ; and 
witnessed vop" ^inomiab n.3 you '■'*>vo. lai^^ "^hnt babe in 
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the cold and silent grave. I became satisfied that 
your religion was real; that it was actuated by a 
principle that I did not possess ; that you were sus- 
tained by a power to which I was a stranger. To 
your holy walk, consistent life, and godly conversa- 
tion, I owe my salvation." 

Tears of gratitude choked his utterance ; his wife, 
no longer able to control her feelings, burst into loud 
sobs and cries; the children blended their small 
voices with the voices of their parents ; all fell upon 
their knees, and erected thus their first family altar. 



Hb Leads Us On. 

'*He leads us on 

By paths we did not know ; 
Upward He leads us, though onr steps be doWy 
Though oft we faint and falter on the way, 
Thongh storms and darkness oft obscnre the day* 

Yet when the clonds are gone. 

We know He leads ns on. 

He leads ns on 

Through aU the unquiet years. 
Past all our dream-laud hopes, and doubts, and Usani 
He guides our steps through all the tangled maze 
Of sin, of sorrow, and overclouded days. 

We know His will is done, 

And still He leads us on. 

And He at last, 

After the weary strife. 
After the restless fever we call life. 
After the dreariness, the aohing pain, 
The wayward struggles which have preyed in Tain,— - 

After our toils are past, 

Will give us rest at last." 
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"Now Squirm, Old Natur\" 

A stingy Christian was listening to a charity ser- 
mon. He was nearly deaf, and was accustomed to sit 
facing the congregation, right under the pulpit, with 
his ear trumpet directed upwards, towards the preach- 
er. The sermon moved him considerably. At one 
time he said to himself — *' I'll give ten dollars ; " again 
he said, "' I'll give fifteen." At the close of the ap- 
peal, he was very much moved, and thought he would 
give fifty dollars. 

Now the boxes were passed. As they moved along, 
his charity began to ooze out. He came down from 
fifty to twenty, to ten, to five, to zero. He concluded 
that he would not give anything. ** Yet," said he, 
*' this won't do — I am in a bad fix. My hopes of 
heaven may be in this question. This covetousness 
will be my ruin." The boxes were getting nearer and 
nearer. The crisis was upon him. What should he 
do ? The box was now under his chin — all the con- 
gregation were looking. He had been holding his 
pocket-book in his hand during this soliloquy, which 
was half audible, though in his deafness he did not 
know that he was heard. In the agony of the final 
moment, he took his pocket-book and laid it in the 
box, saying to himself as he did it, — *' Now squinn, 
old natur' ! " 

This was victory beyond any that Alexander ever 
won — a victory over himself. Here is a key to the 
problem of covetousness. Old natur' must go under. 
It will take great giving to put stinginess down. A 
few experimpntf -^f puttinsr in t^'e ^hol** pocket-book 
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may, by and by, get the heart into the charity box, 
and then the cure is reached. All honor to the deaf 
old gentleman. He did a magnificent thing for himself, 
and gave an example worth imitating, beside pointing 
a paragraph for the students of human nature. 



God and the Soul. 

The soul wherein God dwells — ^what church can holier be ?- 
Becomes a walking tent of heavenly, majesty. 

How far from here to heaven ? Not very fSeur my friend ; 
A single hearty step will all thy jonmey end. 

Thongh Christ a thousand times in Bethlehem be bom, 
If he's not bom in thee, thy soul is still forlorn. 

The cross on Golgotha will never save thy soul, — 

The cross in thine own heart alone can make thee whole. 

Hold there ! where runnest thou ? know Heaven is in thee, 
Seek'st thou for God elsewhere, His face thoult never see. 

Ah, would thy heart but be a manger for the birth, 
God would once more become a cluld upon this earth. 

I don't believe in death : — if hour by hour I die, 
'Tis hour by hour to gain a better life thereby. 

Go out — God will go in ; die thou and let Him live, 
Be not, and He will be ; wait, and He'll all things give. 

O, shame ! A silk-worm works and spins till it can fly, 
And thou, my soul, wilt still on thine old earth-clod lie. 



Bilney's Conversion. 

In the reign of Henry VIII., there was a young 
student at Cambridge, named Thomas Bilney. He 
became deeply anxious about his soul. The priests 
prescribed fast, penance, and other observances, but 
he grew worse and worse. He ultimately became 
possessed of a copy of the New Testament, and shut 
himself up in his room to study it. As he read the 
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book he came to the words, *' This is a faithful say- 
ing, and worthy of all acceptation, that Christ Jesus 
came into the world to save sinners." He laid down 
the book to think on what he had read. He thus 
states the result : " This one sentence, through God's 
inward teaching, did so rejoice my heart, being before 
almost in despair, that I soon found peace. Jesus 
Christ saves ! " he cried ; " Yes, Jesus Christ saves." 
From that time he became a preacher of those " glad 
tidings," and at last he suffered as a faithful martyr. 

^. Poor Joseph. 

One day a poor half-witted man, called poor Jo- 
seph, entered the church of Dr. Calamy, and heard for 
the first time that " Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners, even the chief." That saying entered 
his heart, and trudging homewards, with his burden 
on his back, he kept saying to himself, " Joseph nev- 
er heard such news before ; Christ Jesus, the Lord, 
who made all things, came into the world to save sin- 
ners like Joseph; and this is true — it is a faithful 
saying I " 

This continued to be all his gospel, but it was 
enough for him both in life and in death. 

His neighbors, hearing him repeat no more than 
this, and fearing, we suppose, as thousands still do, it 
was a perilous thing to take all our comfort from Je- 
sus alone, said to the poor dying man, " But what say 
you of your own lieart, Joseph ? Is there no token 
for good about it — no saving change there? have you 
closed with Christ by acting faith upon him? " Jo- 
seph, ^^^»"srht h^ th^ Spi'^it o' ^od, replied, '* Ah, no; 
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Joseph can act nothing ; Joseph has nothing to say 
for himself, but that he is the chief of sinners ; yet 
seeing it is a faithful saying, that Jesus, He who made 
all things, came into the world to save sinners, why 
may not Joseph, after all, be saved ? " 

Sinner, cannot you believe in Jesus and be saved 
to-day ? 

'< Jnst as I am, — and waiting not 
To rid niy sonl of one dark blot ; 
To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Larab of God, I come ! " 

"Nae Strife Up Here." 

It is related that an old Scotch elder had once a se- 
rious dispute with his minister at an elder's meeting. 
He said some hard things, and almost broke the min- 
ister's heart. Afterwards he went home, and the min- 
ister went home too. The next morning the elder 
came down, and his wife said to him : 

" Ye look sad, Jan ; what is the matter with ye? " 

"Ahl" he replied, "you would look sad too, if 
you had such a dream as I have. I dreamed that I 
had been to the Elders' meeting, and said some hard 
things, and grieved the minister ; and when he went 
home I thought he died, and went to heaven, and I 
thought afterwards I died too, and went to heaven ; 
and when I got to the gates of heaven, out came the 
minister, and put his hands out to me, saying, * Come 
along, Jan, there's nae strife up here — happy to see 
ye.' " 

There are a great many dreams of the good things 
which are to be enjoyed in ' heaven,' where there 
will be no reotarian separatioQs, names, strifes, bar8| 
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disputes and jealousies ; and all agree that that will 
be an excellent state of things, and one to be desired 
and enjoyed by all. And the thought sometimes 
arises if it will be so beautiful to have peace and 
union 'over Jordan,' why not try it a little here? If 
men must lay aside their sectarian names and strifes 
and bickerings there, why not begin to get weaned 
from them heref When we pray that God's will may 
be done on earth as it is in heaven, surely we ought 
to go about it, and try to do it so far as we can. 

And as Paul was not crucified for sinners, and as 
none of the people of God have been baptized in the 
name of Apollos, or Luther, or Calvin, or Wesley, 
why would they not do well to widen their circle of 
brotherhood, and end their carnal strifes, and glory 
only in the name of Him who hath bought us with 
his own blood ? 

" Therefore let no man glory in men. For all things 
are yours ; whether Paul, or Apollos, or Cephas, or 
the world, or life, or death, or things present, or 
things to come ; all are yours ; and ye are Christ's ; 
and Christ is God's."—! Cor. iii. 21-23. 

God's Providential Love. 

Providence is simply God's mode' of administering 
his earthly government. And all the multiform and 
priceless blessings of our daily life, are as truly man* 
i Testations of His love for us, as a birth-day gift from 
a human friend is a manifestation of his affection. 

All the happiness we receive in life, — whether it 
^omefl fr'^m *he varied beauty and Adaptation to man 
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of the world without, or from the physical and men. 
tal health that reign within; from the kindliness and 
sympathy of kindred and friends, or from the joyous 
outgoings of our own affection toward others; — all 
these providential blessings, which are so numerous 
and so constant that we forget them as easily as we 
forget the air we breathe, or the light we see; all 
these are the gifts of Ood. 

This is not a matter of mere opinion, it is express- 
ly written in the Word of God, that " every good gifty 
and every perfect gift is from above, and cometh down 
from the Father of lights, with whom is no variable- 
ness, neither shadow of turning." — James i. 17. Our 
good things are not merely earned, or purchased, or 
deserved ; for others, as laborious and as deserving as 
we, are denied the enjoyment of many of them — ^but 
they are gifts, gifts from God to his needy creatures. 

And gifts are language of Love. They are the 
words it uses wherewith to give itself expression. 
And all these temporal blessings which God is daily 
conferring upon us are designed to speak to us of 
him. They are embodiments and mementoes of his 
affection. And if we would know their real values 
we must receive and enjoy them as such. Many an 
insignificant trifle, it may be a withered flower, or a 
lock of hair, is of unspeakable preciousness to its 
owner, because it is radiant in his eyes with the love 
of some departed friend. And if we will look upon 
life aright, so as to see in all our daily comforts and 
joys the embodied hve of God, then shall we find ev- 
ery blessing robed in new beauty and enriched with 
a new value. However trifling iu itself every one 
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will be sacred as a gift of love from the Heavenly 
Father. And while promoting our physical comfort 
and enjoyment, all the blessings of Providence will 
be at the same time ministering to our hearts a spir- 
itual gladness and strength as they remind us of the 
greatest gift of God to a lost world, the gift of his 
own Son to die for us. The greatness of the gift 
measures the greatness of God's love to us, anditsJso 
measures our ingratitude in rejecting or neglecting 
the Savior of the lost. We thank our fellow men 
for the slightest favors conferred; — shall we not also 
lift up our hearts in solemn joy, saying, " Thanks be 
TO God for his unspeakable gift ? " 



A Sacred Rest, y 

When the illustrious, learned and wealthy John 
Selden was dying he said to Archbishop Usher: **I 
have surveyed most of the learning that is among the 
sons of men, and my study is filled with books and 
manuscripts (he had 8,000 volumes in his library) 
on various subjects; but at [)resent I cannot recollect 
any passage out of all my books and papers whereon 
I can rest my soul, save this from the sacred Scrip- 
tures : * The grace of God that bringeth salvation 
hath appeared to all men, teaching us that, denying 
ungodliness and worldly lusts, we should live soberly, 
righteously, and godly, in this present world ; looking 
for that blessed hope, and the glorious appearing of 
the great God and our Savior Jesus Christ ; who gave 
himself for us, that he might redeem us from all in- 
iquity, and purify unto himself a peculiar people, 
sea?'^"*» '^^ go'^'1 -''o^ks,' " T^^ ii 11—14. 
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The Mobning Stab. 

star of the promised morning, rise ! 

Star of the throbbing wave, 
Ascend! and o*er the sable brine, 
With resurrection splendor shine, 
Burst through the clouds with beams diidxMi 

Mighty to shine and save. 

O, morning Star ! O, risen Lord I 

Destroyer of the tomb ! 
Star of the living and the dead, 
Lift up at length Thy long-veiled head, 
0*er land and sea Thy glories shed; 

Light of the morning, come I 

Into each tomb Thy radiance pour; 

Let life, not death prevail ; 
Make haste, great Conqueror, make haste I 
Gall up the dead of ages past^ 
Gather Thy precious gems at last 

From ocean's deepest vale. 

Speak, Mighty Life, and wake the dead! 

Like statue from the stone, 
Like music from long broken strings. 
Like gushings from deserted springs, 
Like dew upon the dawn's soft wings; 

Bouse each beloved one. 



The Quiet Hour. 

Occasional retirement, self-inquiry, meditation, and 
secret communion with God, are absolutely essential 
to spiritual health. The man who neglects them is in 
great danger of a fall. To be always preaching, 
teaching, speaking, and working public works, ia 
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unquestionably a sign of zeal not according to knowl- 
edge. It often leads to unwonted consequences. Phys- 
ical and mental excitement and exhaustion may leave 
the unguarded soul a prey to sudden snares and temp- 
tations, or allow us to drift away, we know not where ; 
nor shall we know, till Christ recalls us to his pres- 
ence and his Word. 

We must take time for sitting down, and calmly 
looking within, and examining how matters stand be- 
tween our souls and Christ. The omission of this 
practice is the true secret of many a backsliding, 
which shocks the church and gives occasion to the 
world to blaspheme. Many could say in the words of 
the Canticles, " They made me the keeper of the vine^ 
yards, but mine own vineyard have I not kept." 

Jesus had his hours for secret communion with 
God, even if to secure them he must spend the whole 
night upon the mountain in prayer. Sometimes he 
bade his disciples to come aside into the desert and 
rest a while, and often he not only withdrew and hid 
himself from the multitude, but also talked privately 
with his disciples, and unfolded to them mysteries of 
which the multitude knew but little. 

Ah, we know little of Christ if we only know what 
is learned amid the multitudes that throng his path. 
But if we may come to him privately, and learn his 
will and way, he will reveal himself to us as he doth 
not unto the world, as our teacher and our friend. 

" I love to steal a while away, 
From every cumbering care ; 
And spend the hours of setting day 
In huro*>le, gra^'^^'ul prav"'*. 
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Nothing Unimportant. 

We are prone to think that our acts or thoughts 
are of no consequence, that we have no influence for 
good or evil, and it matters not what we do ;^-our 
doings are unimportant. But in this we greatly 
mistake. They are all important, and every one of 
them may tell upon our present life and future state 
for good or ill. 

The effect of an action, a thought, or a word, may 
not be immediately evident; it may never be dis- 
covered by us or other mortals, but it is there: it is in 
our lives, and it will continue to work upon our des- 
tiny for evil or good when our course is finished and 
we lie mouldering beneath the sod. Like flakes of 
snow that fall unperceived upon the earth, the appar- 
ently unimportant events of life succeed one anoth- 
er; and as the snow gathers together, and as the ava- 
lanche is formed, so are our habits established and 
our character determined. No single flake that is 
added to the snowdrift produces a sensible change: 
no single action creates, — ^however it may exhibit^ — 
a man's character; but as the tempest hurls the ava- 
lanche down the mountain, and overwhelms inhabit- 
ants and habitations, so passion, acting upon the 
elements of mischief which pernicious habits have 
brought together, by imperceptible accumulations, 
may overthrow the principles of truth and virtue, 
and wreck our fairest prospects in a day. And how- 
ever others may wonder at our downfall, our own 
hearts will witness at last that it is the direct result 
of those secret sins and unconsidered trifles which ' 
we have deemed of no importance or consequence. 
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How important is it, then, that we maintain the 
most sleepless guard upon our passions, and scrupu- 
lously weigh out every word, thought, and actioni 
convinced that nothing wrong is safe, and that noth- 
ing right is dangerous, and assured that patient con- 
tinuance in well doing, however barren it may seem 
of present result, will lead us to glory and honor 
and immortality in the Kingdom of God. 



Forget Your Injuries. ^ • 

He is unwise and unhappy — extremely so — who 
never forgets the injuries he may have received. — 
They come across his heart, like dark shadows when 
the sunshine of happiness would bless him, and draw 
him into a tumult and that does not easily subside. 
The demon of hate reigns in his troubled bosom and 
makes him of all accountable creatures the most mis- 
erable. 

Have you been injured in purse or character? Let 
the smiling angel of forgiveness find repose in your 
heart. Study not how you may revenge, but the best 
way to return good for evil. It was the constant 
habit of Bishop Boulter to forgive all who injured 
him, and he always enjoyed peace of mind. After 
his death, the following lines were written by one of 
his intimate friends. They are no less beautiful than 
true : — 

" Some write their wrongs in marble ; he, more JoBty 
Stooped down serene and wrote them in the diut { 
Trod under foot, the sport of every wind, 
Swept from tlie cartli, and blotted from his mind-* 
There bnried in the dust ho bade them lie, 
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Heaping Coals of Fire. 

Not many years since, says a ' country parson,' 
there was a Christian merchant in Mesopotamia, of 
great wealth, with the right spirit in him. A neigh- 
boring trader, who did not know much about the 
Christian merchant, published a calumnious pamphlet 
about him. The Christian merchant read it. It was 
very abusive, and wicked, and malicious. All he 
said was, that the man who wrote it would be sorry 
for it some day. This was told the libelous trader, 
who replied that he would take care that the Chris- 
tian merchant should never have the chance of hurt- 
ing him. 

But men in trade cannot always decide who their 
creditors shall be, and in a few months the trader be- 
came a bankrupt, and the Christian merchant was his 
chief creditor. The poor man sought to make some 
arrangement that would let him work for his children 
again. But every one told him this was impossible 
without the consent of Mr. Grant — that was the chris- 
tian merchant's honored name. 

" I need not go to Am," the poor bankrupt said. " I 
can expect no favor from Aim." 

*' Try him,"said one who knew the good man better. 

So the bankrupt went to Mr. Grant, and told him 
his sad story of heavy losses, and of heartless work 
and sore anxiety and privation, and asked Mr. Grant's 
signature to a paper already signed by the others to 
whom he was indebted. 

" Give me the paper," said Mr. Grant, sitting dowo 
at his desk. 
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It was given, and the good man, as he glanced over 
it, said, *' You wrote a pamphlet about me once ; " and 
without waiting for a reply, handed back the paper, 
having written something on it. The poor bankrupt 
expected to find llbehr^ or slanderer^ or something like 
that written. But no I There it was, fair and plain — 
the signature that was needed to give him another 
chance in life. 

"I said you would be sorry for writing that pam- 
phlet," the good man went on. " I did not mean it 
as a threat. I meant that some day you would know 
me better, and see that I did not deserve to be attack- 
ed in that way. And now," said the good man, ^* tell 
me all about your prospects, and especially tell me 
how your wife and children are faring." 

The poor trader told him that to partly meet his 
debts, he had given up everything he had in the 
world, and that for many days they had hardly had 
bread to eat. 

** That will never do," said the Christian merchant, 
putting into the poor man's hand money enough to 
support the pinched wife and children for many weeks. 

" This will last for a little, and when it is gone you 
shall have more ; and I shall find some way to help 
you, and by God's blessing you will do beautifullj 
yet. Don't lose heart; I'll stand by you." 

I suppose I need not tell you that the trader's heart 

overflowed, and he went away crying like a child. 

To meet evil with good, fairly beats the evil and puts 

t down. The poor debtor was set on his feet again ; 

he hungry little children were fed. The trad*»^ i^ey- 

^r J iVilij >^^ a- *\.\r^'-\ ^T"'*}* 'ip*^" fh^*" gO^' '-<«U fui 
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long as he lived ; and among the good man's multi- 
tude of friends, as he grew old, among all the things 
that should accompany old age, there was not a truer, 
heartier one than the old enemy thus fairly beaten. 
*' Therefore if thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he 
thirst, give him drink : for in so doing thou shalt 
heap coals of fire on his head. Be not overcome of 
evil, but overcome evil with good." — Eom. xii. 2(), 21. 



"Kadoodah's Laws." 

After the English had settled upon the Island of 
Nantucket, and had purchased a considerable portion 
of the land of the natives, the Indians, though allow- 
ed vet to till the soil for their own benefit, became so 
neglectful of this duty through idleness and inebrie- 
ty, that little »r no care was taken by them to provide 
for their families. 

As a remedy, the authorities deputized one of the 
most intelligent and determined of the natives, to act 
as an auxiliary justice of peace, to settle the trivial 
disputes which arose among his people, and to inflict 
proper punishments upon the idle and intemperate. 

Esquire Kadoodah had somewhat peculiar ideas of 
the administration of justice, and it is said that in 
some cases brought before him, his first proceeding 
was to order both plaintiff and defendant to be severe- 
ly whipped. The good effect of this method was very 
soon apparent, for it so diminished the number of 
complaints that Kadoodah's duties were very light, 
while otherwise his whole time would have been oc- 
cupied by his official calling. 
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Whether this tradition is correct or not, Macy 
states, in his history of Nantucket, that " Kadoodah's 
'aws" became proverbial; and it is probable that 
their substantial justice might entitle them to be fa- 
vorably regarded elsewhere. 

If iu otlier countries plaintiff and defendant could 
have the benefit of a preparatory whipping, instead 
of the severer concluding punishment, which is sure 
to come to both at the end, in the shape of costs and 
lawyers' fees, no doubt many would look before they 
leap, and after looking would not leap at all. We 
commend people who itch for legal processes to study 
**Kadoodah's Laws." 



A New Light. ^^ 

One morning, Dr. Fletcher, of Stepney, received a 
request to visit a man who was a professed skeptic^ 
and apparently near his end. On entering the cham- 
ber where he lay, he beheld the attenuated form of 
one who had been a tall, athletic man, struggling un- 
der the ravages of a disease at once the most painful 
and incurable. The doctor addressed him by sundry 
kind inquiries and expressions of sympathy, remind- 
ing him of the sufferings of Christ, who gave him- 
self a ransom for sinners, that through his atoning 
sacrifice they might obtain the forgiveness of sin and 
be restored to the favor of God. 

Hearing this, the dying man said, "Sir, I don't be- 
lieve that ; I wish I could, as my dear wife there 
does; she believes p^l v^u say." 

V^qH." poi^ T)'' ^ * '^^\f yo" ooy yoiT mti^Vi VOU 
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could, and that is a great point towards attaining it^ 
if you are sincere. Now, what do you believe con- 
cerning Jesus Christ? " 

'* Why," he replied, "I believe such a man once 
lived, and that he was a very good, sincere man ; but 
that is all." 

It was a principle with Dr. F., when reasoning with 
unbelievers, if they acknowledged the smallest por- 
tion of truth, to make it a position from which to ar- 
gue with them. This mode he now adopted, and said : 

" You believe that Jesus Christ was a good man — 
a sincere man. Now do you think that a good man 
would wish to deceive others ? or a sincere man use 
language that must mislead ? " 

** Certainly not," he replied. 

*' Then how do you reconcile your admission that 
he was a good man with his saying to the Jews, 'I 
and my Father are one.' When they took up stones 
to kill him he did not undeceive them, but still main- 
tained the fact of his Godhead ; adding, * My sheep 
hear my voice, and they follow me, and I know them, 
and I give unto them eternal life.' Now could any 
mere man say, ' I give unto them eternal life ? ' Could 
an angel, however exalted ? " 

" Stop 1 " cried the dying man, with an excited 
voice. *'Stop, sir; I never saw this before; a new 
light breake in upon me — stop, sir! " 

Holding up his emaciated hand, as if fearing that 
a breath might obscure the new light breaking in up- 
on his benighted soul, and with a countenance lighted 
up with a sort of preternatural expression quite inde- 
scribable, but with eyes intently fixed on Dr. F., h^ 
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exclaimed, after a short pause, while big tears rolled 
down his cheeks, — 

*' St, you are a messenger of mercy sent by God 
himself to save my poor soul I Yes, Christ is God, 
and he died to save sinners 1 Yes, even me I " 



Guard Your Words. \ 

There is as much connection between the words 
and the thoughts as there is between the thoughts and 
the actions. The latter are not only the expression 
of the former, but they have a power to react upon 
the soul, and leave the stain of their corruption there. 
A young man who allows himself to use one vulgar 
or profane word, has not only shown that there is a 
foul spot upon his mind, but by the utterance of that 
word he extends that spot and inflames it, till, by in- 
dulgence, it will pollute and ruin the whole soul. 

Be careful of your words as well as your thoughts. 
If you can control the tongue that no improper words 
are pronounced by it, you will soon be able, also, to 
control the mind, and save that from corruption. 
You extinguish the fire by smothering it, or by pre- 
venting bad thoughts bursting out in language. Nev- 
er utter a word anywhere which you would be asham* 
ed to speak in the presence of the most refined wo- 
man, or the most religious man. Yes, go further, and 
say nothing but that which it is fitting that God 
should hear. 

If any man offend not in word the same is a perfect 
^an, and able to bridle the whole body." But "out 



y 
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Let your prayer then be, " Create in me a clean heart, 
OGod; and renew a right spirit within me; "and 
then, " Set a watch, Lord, before my mouth ; keep 
the door of my lips." 



'^ A Mother's Example. 

*' Come, May," said a little boy one evening, as we 
were seated around the fire, ** let us play tent.'* 

May was ready, and they began to make prepara- 
tion for a good time. 

The chairs were taken out into the middle of the 
room, and my large plaid shawl spread over them, 
and fastened by its four corners, and when all was 
ready, the children seated themselves under the '* tent," 
and began their play. For a while they talked of 
things each had seen in days past, and chatted upon 
various subjects, until, becoming weary, I suggested 
that they take down the tent, put the chairs in their 
places, and remain quiet the remainder of the evening. 

The children obeyed, and the shawl was folded up 
and put away, and the chairs set in their places. I 
did not notice at the time that the little boy was sober 
and thoughtful. He had misunderstood me, and was 
troubled at the idea of its not being right to play tent. 

Pretty soon he came up to my side, and looking up 
into my face, with an earnest expression, he said : 

** My mother is a good woman. My mother would n't 
do bad things ; and she lets us play tent I " 

I saw in a moment that he had mistaken my mean- 
ing, and I explained to him that it was only because 
I was tired, and wanted to be quiet, that I wished 
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tliem to stop playing, and not because I thought that 
the play was wrong. 

The child's face brightened as I assured him that I 
had the utmost confidence in his mother as a Chris- 
tian; and his former cheerfulness at once returned. 

But the impression made upon my mind I shall 
never forget. Oh ! that mothers could see the impor- 
tance of a life of watchfulness and prayer. Children 
are close observers, and it is of vast importance that 
mothers should be faithful. The little boy could not 
see how anything could be wrong that his mother had 
done ; and his confidence in her piety was unbounded. 

The mother who teaches her little ones to pray, and 
walks uprightly before them, and humbly points them 
to the Lamb of God, will feel at last that " she hath 
done what she could." " Her children arise up, and 
call her blessed ; her husband also, and hepraiseth her." 

No One to Love. X, 

On board one of the upward-bound Mississippi 
steamers, one day, might have been seen gathered on 
the forward deck quite a party of travelers and 
pleasure-seekers bound for the head waters of the 
Mississippi. Chatting pleasantly, or singing songs bj 
solo or chorus was the order of the hour. Many of 
the young ladies held in their hands bouquets of 
flowers that had been gathered by their escorts in the 
vicinity of a wood-yard, where the boat had stopped 
a few hours previous for a fresh supply of fuel. 

One of the young ladies becoming tired of her 
bouquet, carelessly or purposely dropped it to the 
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lower deck. It was almost instantly picked up by 
one of the boat hands, a sturdy looking fellow from 
the Emerald Isle. He bent over the soiled and 
withered flowers, emblems of innocence and beauty, 
and pressed them to his lips, and as the words of that 
beautiful song, 

" No one to loTC, none to caress," 

were warbled forth upon the air by some thoughtless 
belle upon the deck, the poor fellow dropped his bead 
upon his hands, and sobbed as though his heart was 
breaking. 

We could not resist our desire to speak to him, and 
therefore we said, 

^' My poor fellow, why do you weep ? " 

'* Oh, sir, there's much I weep fori " 

'* You seem to be fond of flowers." 

'• Oh, yes, sir : she loved them." 

'* Of whom do you speak, my man ? " 

^' Of my sister, the only friend I had this side of 
the sea, and she is dead now, sir 1 and it seemed as 
though they sang those words for me." 

We could offer no words of comfort — we feared to 
try. Poor fellow,. these words,* 

** No one to love, none to caress ! " 

It was too much for him. It reminded him that 
his sister, whom he loved, was dead, and that he was 
alone in a strange land, and his heart yielded to its 
call for tears. Ah, who can tell the sorrows of the 
heart? And who shall say that deepest grief lies 
beneath the garb of silk or satin ? How blessed it is 
that the great consoling Christ knows and feels the 
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sorrows of the lowliest heart, and can sympathize in 
the unspoken grief which finds no human comforter 
and knows no earthly remedy. 



Thirty Seconds Too Late. 

Mr. Bell, the preacher, was always punctual. Who- 
ever might be late at meeting, at the funeral, or any- 
where else, they all knew that Mr. Bell would not. 
If called to attend a wedding, his foot was on the door- 
step and his hand on the bell-handle when the clock 
was striking the hour. It was at first quite annoy in g 
to his flock to go, according to their old habits, to a 
funeral and meet it on the way to the grave, or to go 
to a wedding and find it all over before they thought 
of getting there. So old Mr. Slow waited on the 
minister, to ask him why he was always in such a 
hurry, and so afraid of being too late. 

** Well, my good friend, I will tell you; and if, af- 
ter hearing me, you do not think I am about right in 
this thing, I will try to alter." 

'* That's surely fair," slowly said Mr. Slow, as if 
afraid to commit himself. 

'* When I was a young man, and had been preach- 
ing only a few months, I was invited to go to a dis- 
tant mountain town and preach to a destitute people. 
I went for some weeks, and then returned home for a 
few days, promising to go back, without fail, the next 
Sunday. Well, I had a pleasant week among my 
kind relatives, and was so much engaged that I hard- 
ly thought of my solemn duties till Saturday return- 
f^\ j^nd then mv sister and a beautiful friend of her's 
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persuaded me to go out a while in the little white boat, 
Cinderella, on our beautiful lake. The day was fine, 
and Cinderella spun and darted under my oars, as if 
a thing of life. When we got ashore I found it two 
o'clock, and I knew the cars started in fifteen minutes I 

I left the ladies and ran home, and caught up my 
carpet bag, and ran for the depot. I saw the cars had 
arrived. I heard the bell ring. With all my strength 
I ran. I saw them start. I redoubled my efforts, and 
got within fifteen feet of the cars. Oh, for thirty 
seconds morel But too late I The next day was a 
fair, still Sunday. My mountain people gathering, 
coming down from the glens and following the rills, 
filled the house of worship. But there was no minis- 
ter, and the hungry sheep had no shepherd to feed 
them I He was thirty seconds too late ! 

There was a poor, old blind man, who lived four 
miles from the church, and seldom could be got to 
meeting. That day he ate breakfast early, and his 
little grand-daughter led him all the way down the 
mountain to the church. How weary, and sad, and 
disappointed he was ! There was no minister to 
speak to him. He was thirty seconds too late! 

There was a great gathering of children to the Sun- 
day school. And their little eyes glistened, for the 
minister had promised to preach them " a little ser- 
mon to-day ; " but he was not there. He was thirty 
seconds too late 1 

There was a sick child up one of the glens of the 
mountain, and she had been inquiring all the week 
for her minister. She was so anxious to see him and 
have him pray with her. How she hailed the day 
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when be would be tbere ! But no! he was not there. 

That poor old blind man never came to the church 
again. He was too feeble, and never heard another 
sermon or prayer. The minister was thirty seconds 
too late! 

That little girl was dead before T got back, and I 
could only shed tears over her corpse 1 I had been 
thirty seconds too late I 

On my bended knee I asked God's forgiveness, and 
promised him, that if possible, I would never be thir- 
ty seconds too late. 

And now, Mr, Slow, am I not about right in my 
punctuality ? " 

** Well, I guess-it-don't-look-quite-so-unreasonable- 
as-it-mightl" 

Children a Blessing. 

I remember, says Bishop Hall, a great man coming 
into my house at Waltham, and seeing all my chil- 
dren standing in the order of their age and stature, 
said : ** These are they that make rich men poor." 

But he straightway received this answer, ''Nay, 
my lord, these are they that make a poor man rich ; 
for there is not one of these whom we would part 
with for all your wealth." 

It is easy to observe, for the most part, that none 
are so gripple and hardfisted as the childless ; whereas, 
those who, for the maintenance of large families, are 
inured to frequent disbursements, find such experi- 
ence of Divine Providence in the faithful management 
of their aflfairs, that they lay out with more cheer- 
fulness what they receive. And wherein their care 
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must be abated when God takes it from them to him- 
self, their faith gives them ease in casting their bur- 
den upon him, who hath more right to it, since our 
children are more his than our own. He that feedeth 
the young ravens, can he fail the best of his creatures 
when they cry to tim ? 

"Himself Hath Done It." 

Isaiah zxziii. 15. 

'< Himself hath dooe it " all I O, how those words 
Should hush to silence every murmnriDg thought I 

** Himself hath done it " — he who loves me best- 
He who my soul with his own blood hath bought. 

"Himself hath done it." Can it then be anght 
Than fall of wisdom — fall of tenderest love? 
Not one unneeded sorrow will he send, 
To teach this wandering heart no more to rove. 

** Himself hath done it." Yes, although severe 
May seem the stroke, and bitter be tho cup, 
'Tis his own hand that holds it ; and I know 
He'll give me grace to meekly drink it up. 

«* Himself hath done it." O, no arm but his 
Could e'er sustain beneath earth's dreary lot ; 
But while I know he doeth all things well, 
My heart his loving kindness questions not. 

<< Himself hath done it." He who searched me through 
Sees how I cling to earth's ensnaring ties, 
And so he breaks each reed on which my soul 
Too much for happiness and joy relies. 

"Himself hath done it." He would have me see 
What broken cisterns human friends must prove ; 
Thai I may turn and quench my burning thlnt 
At his own fount of everlasting love. 
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"Himself hath done it." Then I fain would 
Thy will in all things evermore be done; 
E'en though that will remove whom best I love, 
While Jesus lives I cannot be alone. 

<' Himself hath done it." Precious, precious words I 
Himself— my Father, Savior, Brother, Friend ; 
Whose faithfulness no variation knows — 
Who, having loved me, loves me to the end I 

And when, in his eternal presence blest, 
I at his feet my crown immortal cast, 

I'll gladly own, with all his ransomed Balnts, 
" Himself hath done it " all from first to last I 



"Help Sally to Count Forty!" 

Uncle Ichabod 0. lived in one of the New Eng- 
land states, and was an earnest, active, praying many 
who had quite a notable way of speaking his mind| 
upon all needful occasions. 

He was at a church-meeting one day, where tlw 
members of the church were all expected to be pres- 
ent and to make some statement of their personal 
experiences and their religious state. 

" Sister Sally," a maiden lady of uncertain age, was 
a member of the church, who used to earn her liv- 
ing by spinning stocking yarn for the neighbors, for 
which she was paid so much per knot, a knot being 
— as some of our old lady readers know, and as some 
of our young lady readers are not likely to know — a 
thread of yarn long enough to go forty times around 
the reel, and which was then knotted, or tied around 
with a thread to keep it separate from the rest. 

Mysteriously, Sally's knots of yarn were said to 
)e very liable to L'^«k th^ requisite number of threads 
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when counted, and this kind of mistake, it was said, 
occurred too frequently, and was too commonly in 
the spinster's favor to escape the remarks of those 
who were deficient in charity. 

The church-meeting referred to progressed, till at 
length sister Sally's turn came, and she proceeded 
to relate the story of her sorrows and trials, which, 
unhappily, were very numerous. She confessed she 
did not make that progress she desired, and had 
many temptations and trials ; and went through a 
somewhat ordinary and common-place acknowledg- 
ment of sins, and desire for the sympathies and 
prayers of Christian brethren, when the monotony 
was broken by the ringing voice of uncle Ichabod, 
saying : 

"Zorc?, help sister Sally to count FORTY I" 

The effect of this prayer must be imagined; — ^it 
may reasonably be concluded, however, that if it 
was answered, some of sister Sally's troubles and 
trials would diminish just in proportion as her 
threads of yarn increased in number, till they reach- 
ed the legal standard of an honest woman's work. 

Uncle Ichabod is dead, but when listening to the 
dreary platitudes of persons who bewail their sins, 
and still hide and persist in little cheating tricks 
and petty meannesses, we are reminded of his point- 
ed prayer, and feel as if they need some one to 
pray the Lord to help them "to count forty," or 
fifty, or a hundred, as the case may be, or to do 
an honest day's work, or measure an honest bushel 
of corn, or an honest yard of cloth, or pack an hon- 
est barrel of apples, or tub of butter ; and we really 
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think that a little help from the Lord about counting, 
reckoniug, measuring, weighing, trading, and work- 
ing, would do more towards driving away " tempta- 
tions and trials and dark hours " from many minds, 
than a good deal of the whining and mourning which is 
not attended by fruits meet for repentance. 



The Widow's Son. 

I remember a poor mother asking me to pray for 
her unconverted son. I did not know where he was, 
nor did she. He was .her only son, and the poor wid- 
ow was left by him to support herself and daughter 
by needlework. I prayed to God to bless her son, that 
he might be convinced of sin, of eternity, of a judg- 
ment to come. Three or four months passed, and I 
again went near that dwelling to preach. When I 
had done preaching, I invited them to come into the 
vestry, or round the communion rails. Up came a 
man, his constitution evidently blighted and blasted 
by habits of dissipation. I looked at him, and he 
said, '* Sir, you invited any one to come to-night and 
be saved; you do not know what a character I have 
been." I said, " I do not want to know what a charac- 
ter you have been, but I want to tell thee what Christ 
can do for thee." " But," said he, " do you think, sir, 
that Christ can save me ? " The poor man was miser- 
ably clothed. You could see under his coat, he had 
no shirt on ; his toes were through his shoes. But 
I thought he had a soul to save, and I said, " Well, 
brother, look to Jesus; he can save thee, and that to 
the uttermost." '* Do you think he will save me ? " 
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Oh, what a wretch and a fool I have been I what a 
wicked young man I Do you think he will save me ? " 
He began to pray, and said, **Lord, have mercy up- 
on me I " and for about twenty minutes he was crying 
upon his knees, and saying, " Lord, save me." A 
good sister said to him, '* Jesus has done the work, 
and do thou rest upon it." And after a while he clap- 
ped his hands together, and said — 

" Oh, happy day that fixed my choice. 
On thee, my Savior and my God, 
That made this stony heart rejoice. 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

Oh, happy day. 
When Jesus washed my sins away." 

I said to him, "Where did you learn that verse?" 
"Oh,"said he, **I learnt it when I was a boy." Just 
as he said that, the dear sister flew at him and said, 
*' Oh, John, my brother I it is only to-day my mother 
has been praying for God to bless you." They were 
locked in each other's arms for some time. She had 
not seen her brother for seven years. She did not 
look at his ragged dress, — nothing of the sort; she 
said, " Thou art my brother." He says, " Bless God, 
Elizabeth, the Lord has pardoned my sins; oh, won't 
my mother be glad as she says, * Now John, to know 
that thou art saved will make me happy all my life! ' 
It is only to day my poor mother has been praying 
for me." '*But, " said he, "do you think my mother 
will take me in?" **0h, yes; she said to-day she 
would give a world to see thee." I went home with 
them, and the daughter went first and said to her 
mother, " We have had a blessed meeting to-night 
Oh, mother, when you hear tell of this meeting yot 
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will say that it is the best meeting that you ever 
heard of; there have been many people converted to- 
night, and one among them, whom you love above 
everybody/' " Oh," said the old woman, " who h 
that?" " Oh, you will be glad to learn that it is your 
only son John," '*My son converted? nothing of the 
sort; it is a delusion." '* No, no, -mother, it is not. 
John is at the door waiting for you." The poor 
mother flew to the door, and as her son walked in she 
caught hold of him round the neck and said, " This 
my son was dead and is alive again, was lost and is 
found." About three or four weeks after that day 
John departed this life, and as he departed he cried, 
" Victory, victory, through the blood of the lamb 1 " 
Oh, bless God, you have lived in iniquity and sin, you 
can this moment look to Jesus and get pardoned. 
Oh, may the Lord help you to look now 1 For " now 
the righteousness of God without the law is manifest- 
ed, even the righteousness of God, by faith of Jesus 
Christ, unto all and upon all them that believe." 

"Twenty Years fob Another."/ > 

"You have been preaching twenty years, and you 
have only got one man converted," said a taunting 
unbeliever to a minister, one day. 

" Have I got one converted ? " meekly enquired the 
preacher. 

" Yes," said the faultfinder, " There is Mr. , 

who has really been converted under your labors." 

'* Well, then, here's twenty years more for another,^ 
«aid the patien* toiler, and he girded himself anew 
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He who enters some parts of the gospel mission 
field needs this same spirit to sustain his eflforts and 
endure his trials. One sinner eternally saved is worth 
a whole life of weary toil, and when God appoints 
our lot and our labor, we may safely trust him for re- 
sults. 

Stolen Snakes. 

" A Pittsburg newspaper tells of two thieves who 
robbed a gentleman one night of a box he was carry- 
ing under his arm with great care. The gentleman 
was a naturalist, and the box contained four rattle- 
snakes. The rascals must have experienced a sensa- 
tion when they opened the box and divided this 
booty. While we laugh over their consternation, 
and feel that if the fangs of the snakes had been' in- 
serted in their flesh where they would hurt, but not 
kill, it would not have been a great departure from 
the line of strict justice, yet we may see in their cu- 
pidity and disappointment a picture of what tran- 
spires very frequently, and possibly very near at 
home. 

Every man who does his neighbor a wrong has 
stolen a snake, and must carry it with him to the 
judgment, unless restitution is made. He may never 
meet in time the victim of his rapacity, or oppression, 
or lust ; the deed may be hidden from all human 
eyes ; he may gloat over his ill-gotten gains, and rev- 
el in the splendor and pleasure they will buy, but 
the serpent is still there ; it coils around his trea- 
sures; it enters into his very .soul, and leaves its 
trail in every chamber of his heart. It will cling to 
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him as long as he exists. He may be unconscious of 
its presence for a while, but the hour of terrible sur- 
prise will come when he finds how empty are all his 
treasures, how hollow are all his joys, and when the 
serpent, with deadly hiss and expanded fangS| reveak 
itself as the fatal prize his sinfulness has won." 

Eeader, have yow any stolen snakes? Have you 
sought for guilty pleasures and for Godless gain ? 
Make haste, then, to rid yourself of the deadly her- 
itage. Put away the serpents, and flee to save your 
life. Time is short. The day of great disclosures is 
at hand. You may not know the character of your 
possessions now, but it will be revealed. Are you 
willing to have every secret thing unfolded to the 
world ? Can you face the serpents you have stolen, 
and meet the piercing fury of their deadly fangs? 
Sinful man, make haste to free yourself from every 
sin and wrong. Cast from you the gains of ungod- 
liness. Fly to the refuge of the guilty. Cleanse 
your soul in the atoning blood of God's dear Son, 
and be at peace with him, both now and in the judg- 
ment day. 

Denying the Lord. 

It is a fatal mistake to suppose that there can be no 
apostasy from Christ where we are not absolutely 
called on to deny his name or to bum incense to an 
idol. We deny our Lord whenever, like Demas, we, 
through love of this present world, forsake the course 
)f duty which Christ has plainly pointed out to us. 
We deny our Lord whenever we lend the sanction of 

iMir C0""tp»\an^'* 0"r nraisC- O"* '^vpn ♦• i*» pil'^n/^ l0 
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measures or opinions ^r^i'ch may be pop alar or fash- 
ionable, but which W6 .ourselves believe to be sinful 
in themselves or tendii g to sin. We deny our Lord 
whenever we forsake a good man in affliction, and re- 
fuse to give countenance, encouragement and support 
to those who, for God's sake, and for the faithful dis- 
charge of their duty, are exposed to persecution and 
slander. Alas, many there are of whom it may be 
said, " They profess that they know God ; but in works 
they deny him, being abominable, and disobedient, 
and unto every good work reprobate." — Titus i. 16. 



The Lobd's Praybb. 



When the heart, oppressed with grief^ 
Feels its light and strength decay; 

When the night is vexed with sighs. 
When sad tears obscure the day ; 

Turn, O tnm thy soul to prayer, 

Trost thee in thy Savior's care. 

Pray not as the heathen pray, 
Speaking many a heartless word ; 

God, thy Father, sees each tear. 
Every sigh by him is heard. 

Fray with heart, and soul, and thonghli 

As uie Lord, our Savior, taught. 

"Father, hallowed be thy name. 
Let thy glorious kingdom come ; 

As in heaven on earth the same, 
Let thy holy will be done. 

Daily bread to us impart, 

Give a humble, grat^Eul heart. 

Pardon aU our trespasses. 

As we injuries forgive ; 
Lead ns from temptation's paths; 

Far from evil may we live ; 
Thine the kingdom, thine the poweTy 
Thine be glory evermore.** 
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Cato's Ink Bottle. 

" Well, Cato, what ground have you for believing 
yourself a true Christian ? " said a minister one day 
to an old colored man, whose life was not in harmo- 
ny with his profession. 

" Been baptized^ massa," replied Cato, placing mark- 
ed emphasis on the word ** baptized." 

The minister vainly tried to convince Oato that 
mere baptism could not make him a Christian. Cato 
was stubborn on this point, for he had been taught ' 
that the water of baptism cleansed the heart of its 
sinfulness. He believed in baptismal regeneration. 
The poor fellow knew nothing of the work of the 
Iloly Spirit on the heart. 

Just then a happy thought struck the minister's 
mind. He led Cato into his study, took an empty 
ink-bottle from the shelf, and holding it up, said : 

** Cato, do you suppose I can clean this bottle by 
washing the outside with water ? " 

^^No, massa; you must wash de inside too, if you 
would have him clean," said Cato, with a grin of self- 
approval. 

** Very good, Cato," rejoined the minister ; " now do 
you suppose that water applied to the outside of the 
body of a man can cleanse sin from his heart, which is 
within him f " 

" I see it now, massa, I see it," said Cato, placing 
his hand on his brow. ** Mv heart be like de inside 
of dat bottle. Baptism no cleanse de inside, Fso 
will seek de power of de Holy Spirit to make my 
heart clean inside." 

fVinq. i^v *^l^^ TfjpQna of au ^^A i'^k-bottls d'd this 
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worthy minister overthrow Cato's faiih in baptismal 
regeneration, and lead him to seek the inward washing 
of which baptism is only the symbol. 

Reader, are you like an ink-bottle washed on the out- 
side onlyf ITave you, like Cato, substituted the/orw 
for the spirit of religion ? If so, I commend to you 
the prayerful study of the true way of salvation, as 
described long ago in the following apostolic words : 

" Not by works of righteousness which we have 
done, but according to His mercy He saved us, ly the 
washing of regeneration and renewing of the Holy 
Ghostf which He shed on us abundantly through Jesus 
Christ our Savior ; that being justified by His grace, 
we should be made heirs according to the hope of 
eternal life." 

Gather the Fragments. 

Christ could multiply food, and feed thousands with 
a few small loaves and fishes. Was he, then, careless 
of little things ? By no means. He knew what 
hunger was ; and he said, " Gather up the fragments 
that remain, that nothing be lost^ John vi. 12. This 
was not because he was poor, for he could have made 
more bread sooner than the disciples could havegath- 
ared together the twelve baskets which remained; 
but it was because he would not countenance waste or 
loss. 

Some people despise fragments. Had they man- 
aged the matter, there would have been bread strewn 
all over the ground where the five thousand had been 
seated; and then, perhaps in a week they would have 
needed another miracle to keep them from starvation. 
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Many a woman will throw food out of doors with her 
spoon faster than her husband can throw it into the 
house with his shovel. Men work hard and pay ten 
or twelve dollars a barrel for flour, and slatternly wo- 
men and careless girls fill up slop-pails with lumps 
of dough, crusts of bread, fragments of biscuit, and 
pieces of every kind, that many a hungry man would 
be glad to pick out and eat to keep from starving. 

What is the result ? In a few weeks the flour 
barrel is empty, and the hard-working man does not 
know where to find means to fill it. 

Many men have bought hundreds of dollars' worth 
of provision that has been wickedly wasted in this 
way, and thus they have been kept poor all their 
lives. 

*' There," said a wealthy proprietor to the wife of 
one of his tenants, in whose slop-pail he stirred np 
bread, biscuits, pie crust and fragments, *' There is 
more waste in that slop-pail than there has been in 
my house in six years." The result was, he had plen- 
ty, and she was always poor. 

Waste is. sin. Many of the children and young 
people that waste food, little think how much sweat 
and toil every morsel of bread costs those who earn 
it ; and many of the girls who cook great batches of 
food, and throw away remnants and fragments that 
are left, little think that the new dress they wanted 
and cannot have, has been thrown in the slop-pail by 
their own hands ; and that food enough to save the 
life of some hungry mortal has been earned, bought, 
cooked, and then thrown away by them. 

A little ^are will avoid all this. Do not cook too 
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much perishable food. Some kinds of food can be 
kept several days. A stock of these things will sup- 
ply every deficiency in more perishable articles. 
Watch everything when cooking, and avoid burning 
and spoiling food when in preparation. Do not pile 
food on to persons' plates against their will, and so 
have a heap of half-eaten fragments scattered over 
the table. Do not cut more bread than is needed, 
and then throw it away because it gets dry. Learn 
how to use up fragments, crusts and remnants, so that 
they will be palatable and nutritious. 

Give to the poor, but do not spoil food first ; gooc'J 
bread costs no more than burnt crusts. Go to somn 
prudent, thrifty housewife, and learn how to save * 
many a kitchen girl wastes twice what she earns, anl 
then wonders why she cannot get more wages. 

Pray God to help you to take care of his bounties 
Take pattern by the Savior, and ** gather up the fra^j- 
ments, that nothing be lost." 

The Cautious Dog. 

William Howells, of Long Acre chapel, London, 
once told a story of a dog belonging to a friend of 
his, who regularly accompanied them as they waH ed 
together. One evening the dog strayed away from 
them, and was taken up by a stranger, who was carry- 
ing him ofiF, but being perceived, the dog was rei^cr.ed 
and brought back to his master. 

It was always observed that ever afterwards, when 
near the same place, the poor dog always kept vsry 
close to his master and his friend. 

The lesson is obvious. We have had our dan^ters 
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and our deliverances, our wanderings and our re- 
turnings. Let us, then, when we approach scenes or 
circum^ances which have proved ensnaring, keep 
close to our Master's side. First Peter followed afar 
off*; then he denied his Lord, and cursed and swore. 
Our adversary watches the least departure from the 
Lord, and seeks to effect our ruin. Only the Shep- 
herd of Israel, who never slumbers nor sleeps, can 
save us from destruction. Blessed be his name, he 
will not forget his little flock. 

" Jesus, great Shepherd of the shecpy 
To Thee for help we fly ; 
Thy little flock in safety keep, 
For oh, the wolf is nigh. 

Us nnto thy protection take. 

And gather with thine arm | 
Unless the fold we first forsake, 

The wolf can never harm. 

We laugh to scorn his cruel power^ 

When by our Shepherd's side ; 
The sheep he never can devour. 

Unless he first divide." 



ft 



"There is Another River.' 

A lady, walking out one day near a river, saw a 
man with his coat and hat off, and she thought direct- 
ly he meant to drown himself. She prayed that the 
Lord would give her some word to arrest him. Ac- 
cordingly she walked on until she came up to him, 
when he turned and said, *' A beautiful river, ma'am." 
** Yes," she replied, ** but (here is another river, a river 
that makes glad the people of God. Do you know thcd 
river?" "No ma'am," he said. She tried to speak 
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more, but her tongue was tied, and she left him with- 
out another word. She went home to her husband, 
and told him what she thought, and he sent off some 
men directly to see if he was still there. No, he was 
gone, but the coat and hat were in the same place. 
They dragged the river, but no traces of him could 
be found. They asked at the police station about him, 
but no one knew what was become of him. 

Twenty years after, that lady was in Baptist Noel's 
chapel, and saw a man looking very earnestly at her. 
She thought, " I know that face ; where have I seen 
him ? " Whilst she was trying to remember, he leaned 
over her shoulder and said, " There is another river. 
Do you know that river ? " She immediately remem- 
bered he was the man to whom she said those words 
twenty years ago. He told her he was going to drown 
himself, and her words deterred him from it. He had 
fled to Jesus, and found peace through believing. 



How All May Preach. 

All cannot preach from the pulpit, or deliver long 
and eloquent orations ; but there is a kind of preach- 
ing that is permitted to all men ; and oftentimes this 
kind is most effectual. OBBces of kindness to the 
bodies and souls of those around us ; words of en- 
couragement to the weak, of instruction to the igno- 
rant, of consolation to the troubled, of brotherly 
kindness to all, spoken by the fireside, the wayside, 
or the bedside ; hearty devotion to the services of re- 
ligion in our families and our closets, as well as in 
the sanctuary ; in a word, all tokens of earnest, active, 
self-denying love to our fellow-beings, springing from 



262 THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 

our love to God, will form a most impressive sermon, 
a most convincing proof to the world around us, that 
we have been with Jesus. All Christians are called 
on in this way to preach the gospel. Woe to them 
if they neglect the call, and blessed are they who ful- 
fill this ministry, and in their humble sphere prove 
themselves to be workers together with God. v/ 



A Dance Postponed.>< 

In Shropshire, England, about a hundred years 
ago, a number of acquaintances and friends had as- 
sembled to spend a social evening together. In the 
course of the evening they resolved to have a dance, 
and prevailed on Michael Onions, at whose house they 
were, to go out to Brosely, a distance of two miles, 
to procure a fiddler for them. 

On his way he met a stranger, who, having missed 
the road, requested Michael to direct him to Madely, 
The stranger ascertained the errand on which Onions 
was going, and began to talk with him about his soul, 
showing him the unsuitableness of such follies to a 
dying man, his need of salvation and personal inter- 
est in Christ, and his awful danger as an unsaved sin- 
ner. When the stranger Itft Michael, the conversa- 
tion had so impressed him, that he dared not proceed 
on his errand, but returned to his home. When he 
opened the door, his friends inquired: "Have you 
brought the fiddler ? " 

He answered, '' No." 

" Is he not at home ? Have you been to Brosely ? " 

* No." 
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Whjj what is the matter? You look ill, and are 
f a tremble." 

ichael then told them that he met somebody, but 
ther a man or angel he could not tell ; he never 
re beard such a man. Ue repeated what had been 
to him on spiritual subjects, and added : " I dare 
50 to Brosely ; I would not for the world." 
le party was broken up. The next Lord's day 
lael and some of his friends attended Madely 
ch, and there, in Eev. John Fletcher, the new 
r, he recognized the stranger who had cjnversed 
him. The impression wrought 011 Michael was 
ng in its character, and under the influence of the 
jT Spirit, led to his conversion. He became a 
)us, devoted, and useful Christian. '*A word 
en in due season, how good it is I " 



OES Christ Dwell in the House K 

ae Rev. Dr. Nettleton, while passing the residence 
gentleman in one of his walks, went up to the 
and knocked. A young woman came to the door, 
horn he inquired " If Jesus dwelt there." Quite 
lished, she made no reply. Again he asked, " Does 
s Christ dwell in this house ? " 
No, sir," said she, and invited him to come in. 
3h no," said he, very sadly ; " if Christ is not here, 
n't come in," and he turned and went away, 
he next time he preached in that city, a young 
lan met him as he was leaving the church, and with 
3 in her eyes, asked if he recollected inquiring at 
3use, if Christ dwelt there. 
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" Yes," said he, " I do." 

" I am that person," said she," of whom you inquir- 
ed, and it has been blessed to my soul." 
Beader, does Jesus Christ dwell in your house ? 

"A Little While." X 

** What l8th!8 that he 8aith,< A Uttle while?"' JohnxftlS. 

Oh, for the peace which floweth as a river, 
Making life's desert places bloom and smile ! 

Oh, for the faith to grasp Heaven's bright ** forever," 
Axnid the shadows of earth's '* little while I ** 

*' A little while," for patient vigU keeping, 

To face the stem, to wrestle with the strong; 

*' A little while " to sow the seed with weeping ; 

Then bind the sheaves, and sing the harvest song. 

" A little while" to wear the robe of sadness; 
To toil, with weary step, through miry ways, 
Then to pour forth the fragrant oil of gladness, 
And clasp the girdle round the robe of praise. 

** A little while," midst shadow and illusion, 
To strive, by faith, love's mysteries to spell ; 
Then read each dark enigma's bright solution. 
Then hail sight's verdict, '* He doeth aU things welL** 

*' A little while," the earthen pitcher taking 

To wayside brooks, from far-off fountains fed ; 
Then the cool lip its thirst forever slaking 
Beside the fullness of the fountain-head. 

** A little while," to keep the oil from failing ; 
'* A little while," fedth's flickering lamp to trim ; 
And then the Bridegroom's coming footsteps hailing^ 
To haste to meet him with the bridal hymn. 

And He who is himself the gift and giver, 

The future glory and the present smile. 
With the bright promise of the glad ''forever," 

"Vill Ught the shadows of the Mttle while." 
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Life out of Death. 

"A promise of a great seed like the stars of heaven 
and the sand upon the sea-shore is given to Abraham; 
but, before it is fulfilled, Abraham's body is dead, and 
Sarah's womb dead. So with Joseph; he had the 
promise, by way of vision, * That his sheaf should be 
higher than all the sheaves, and all the sheaves of his 
brethren should bow before his;' but, first of all, Jo- 
seph is sold into Egypt. The sentence of death being 
put upon the mercy, the promise did then bring forth, 
but it had a sore and a hard labor first. And was it 
not thus with the people of Israel? They had a 
promise of great increase like the sands of the sea, 
and that they should be brought unto the land of Ca- 
naan. But first, the sentence of death is put upon 
both these ; their males are to be cut off from Egypt, 
and before they come into Canaan, they must go into 
a howling wilderness. Thus the sentence of death 
passes first upon the mercy before they do come to it. 
And was it not so with David ? David had a king- 
dom promised him, and that he should be the king of 
Israel; but, first of all, David must be thrust out of 
the kingdom; he must go into the wilderness, be hunt- 
ed up and down like the partridge upon the moun- 
tains. He had the mercy afterwards, but at the first 
the sentence of death was put upon it. So Job had a 
great, and a large and a comfortable estate that God 
gave him; but first he is plundered and spoiled of 
all — a sentence of death passes upon all his comforts 
ere Job obtains the Lord's * twice as much.' 

"Now, dearly beloved in the Lord, these facts should 
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greatly encourage us to wait God's time for the fulfill- 
ment of his promised blessing and mercy. Keep, 
silence then, and hope on. If the sentence of death 
seems to be upon the mercy withheld, it is to bring 
about His own glory that He so orders it, and that 
you may be led to feel how completely all you obtain 
is of the Lord. See what the Apostle states: 'But we 
had the sentence of death in ourselves, that we should 
not trust in ourselves, but in God which raiseth the 
dead.'" 

A Mighty Word. 

It is related of John Wesley, that he was one day 
stopped by a highway robber who demanded his 
money. After he had given it to him, he called him 
back, and said, " Let me speak one word to you ; the 
time may come when you may regret the course of 
life in which 3*0 u are engaged. Eemember this : — 
The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.^ He 
said no more, and they parted, Wesley to preach the 
gospel, and the robber to dispose of his plunder. 

Many years afterwards, when he was leaving a 
church in which he had been preaching, a person 
came up and asked him if he remembered being 
waylaid at such a time, referring to the above cir- 
cumstances. Wesley replied that he recollected it. 

"I," said the individual, " was that man ; that sin- 
gle verse quoted on that occasion was the means of a 
total change in my life and habits. I have long sinoe 
been attending the house of God and the Word of 
God, and I hope I am a Christian." 
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"You Are Not in Earnest/' 

It is related of the late Hon. Thomas Corwin, for- 
merly Governor of Ohio, that he dropped into a meet- 
ing one evening in Lebanon to see what *' the brethren " 
were doing. It was a meeting of the Bible Society, 
and the business was done in a very lifeless, hum-drum 
way. The secretary disclosed in his report the fact, 
that two hundred families in the county were desti- 
tute of the Bible, and some brother deplored in suita- 
ble phrase the shameful fact, when Mr. Corwin rose 

and said : 

" Mr. President, may I be allowed to say something 

on this subject ? " 

" Certainly, Mr. Corwin — we shall be glad to hear 
you." 

"Well, sir, I want to say that you are not in earnest. 
Your report said, that there are two hundred families 
in this county without the Bible I This could not be 
if you were in earnest. In the great contest for the 
election of Harrison, we Whig members of Congress 
gave our whole salaries to carry that election. We 
thought the salvation of the country depended upon 
it. If you want to carry on this work, and really 
mean that every man shall have the Bible, you must 
be in earnest. You must go to work and give every 
man the Bible. " 

The meeting was electrified. Some one immediate- 
ly rose, and moved to make Thomas Corwin Presi- 
dent of the Warren County Bible Society. It was 
unanimously carried, and Mr. Corwin rose again : 

" Sir, if I accept the presidency of this society, it is 
on one condition, that you go to work, and that no 
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such report as that is made again. When this society 
meets three months from to-day, the report must be, 
that no family in Warren county is without the Bi- 
ble. " 

The work was done, and every family supplied. 

Mr. Corwin judged the Bible Society, and judged 
the whole church precisely as all intelligent men do 
judge it in their hearts. — Motives they cannot know; 
degrees of faith they cannot measure ; but they can 
see what is done, and they infer the motives and the 
faith from the character and measure of the action. 
In this world there is no other standard. 



How TO Go TO Jesus. 

Once, says old John Berridge, I went to Jesus, like a 
coxcomb, and gave myself fine airs, fancying if He 
was something, so was I ; if He had merit, so had I. 
And I used Him as a healthy man will use a walking- 
staff, lean an ounce upon it or vapor with it in the air. 
But now He is my whole crutch, no foot can stir a step 
without Him. He is my all, as He ought to be, if He 
will become my Savior ; and He bids me cast^ not somej 
hut all my care upon Him. 

My heart can have no rest unless it leans upon Him 
wholly^ and then it feels His peace. But I am apt to 
leave my resting-place, and when I ramble from it, my 
heart will quickly brew up mischief. Some evil tem- 
per now begins to boil, or some care would fain per- 
plex me, or some idol wants to please, or some deadness 
or some lightness creeps upon my spirit, and commun- 
ion -w^tli my Savio^>' "itl^drflwn. WJi An these thonui 
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stick in my flesh, I do not try, as lieretofore, to pick 
them out with my own needle, but carry all complaints 
to Jesos, casting every care upon Him. His office is 
to save, and mine to look for help. 

If evil tempers rise, I go to Him as some demoniac ; 
if deadness creeps upon me, I go a paralytic ; if dissi- 
pation comes, I go a lunatic ; if darkness clouds my 
peace, I go a Bartimeus ; and when I pray, T always 
go a leper, crying, as Isaiah did. Unclean I Unclean I 



A Pagan Prayer Concert. 

M. Hue, the Catholic missionary, in speaking of his 
journey through Thibet, says : — 

" There exists at Shassa a touching custom, which 
we were in some sort jealous of finding among infidels. 
In the evening, as soon as the light declines, the Thi- 
betan men, women and children cease from all business, 
and assemble in the principal parts of the city and in 
the public squares. As soon as the groups are form- 
ed, every one sits down on the ground and begins slow- 
ly to chant his prayers in an undertone ; and the re- 
ligious concert produces an immense and solemn har- 
mony throughout the city, powerfully affecting to the 

soul." 

It is not strange that M. Hue, when he first heard 
this solemn sunset chant, " could not help making a 
sorrowful comparison between this pagan town where 
all prayer is common, and the cities of Europe, where 
the people would blush " to be detected in offering the 
slightest token of their homage to the most High. 
And if iihe Thibetans were permited to pass throiigb 
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our streets, which resound with blasphemy, and visit 
the homes where no prayer is offered, would they not 
feel that the heathen were more religious than those 
who claim the name of servants of the Lord ? 

Wherever the patriarchs pitched their tents they 
builded their altars unto the Lord. Happy would it 
be if by every tent was reared an alter, and in every 
home a place for daily and united prayer. 



A Glad Surprise. 

How often a groundless fear keeps us back from con- 
fessing our interest in the things of God. We dread 
the reproach of others, and they, in their turn, are just 
as fearful of ours ; and so, while both are longing to 
know the peace of God, each is unwilling to disclose 
to the other their honest and sincere desires. 

A lady, distinguished as a writer, states that when 
she was in her fourteenth year the great duty of con- 
secrating herself to her Redeemer was brought home 
to her heart and conscience ; but the special obstacle 
in her way was fear of an elder brother, then spending 
his college vacation at home. He was a young man 
of brilliant promise, but with great powers of ridicule, 
and she shrank from his merciless wit. For days the 
conflict between the convictions of the Spirit and his 
displeasure filled her soul with agony. 

At last she yielded herself to Christ, and resolved 
to confess it to her brother, and implore him to make 
the same wise choice. With faltering tongue she in- 
troduced the subject, when, to her joy, he seized her 
hand, and with tearful eyes and tremulous voice told 
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her that he too had for some time been under religious 
impressions, and that the great obstacle that appeared 
before him was the fear that it would cut him from 
her love and sympathy. What a happy surprise was 
this to both of them I 

Hundreds of such surprises are waiting for souls 
who will be true to themselves and to God. Wives 
and husbands go burdened with sin, afraid to confess 
their feelings to each other ; and unconverted persons 
wonder why Christian friends do not invite them to 
Christ, while those same friends are shrinking like 
cowards from their duty, and fearing to lead sinners 
to Jesus lest they turn and reproach them for so doing. 

It is safe to obey God. Wherever he calls us to sow 
seed he has made ready the soil, and wherever he bids 
us speak a word for him to a weary or burdened soul, 
his Spirit will go before us to prepare the way, and his 
grace will give the hearing ear and the understanding 
heart. Let us be honest with God and faithful to men. 



Christian Influence. 

Every Christian who is not laboring to be conformed 
to the image of Christ, is depriving mankind of some 
good which can be communicated by his agency alone. 
On the other hand, he who lives in habitual commun- 
ion with God is surrounded by a di vine influence, silent 
and impalpable, it is true, yet not the less real. Like 
the High Priest he comes from the holiest place, with 
the odor of incense fresh about him. His life is the 
most eloquent of sermons and the amount of good 
which he does, merely by living in the world as a 
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Christian ought to live, is beyond the power of human 
calculation. To the church, pious example, though 
of very high importance, is not essential to an appre- 
ciation of the truth and sanctity of our faith ; but the 
exclusively worldly man gathers most, if notthe whole 
of his ideas of true religion, not from the standard and 
testimony of the Bible, nor from the representations 
of faithful ministers, but from the example of those 
who are said to be under its influence. It is the vol- 
ume of man's life which he reads ; and as its page is 
fair or blurred, so does he decide upon the nature and 
the value of the faith whose characters, it is alleged, 
are written there. 

Thanks from a Death-Bed. x 

A while ago, a young man, known to the writer, 

went into a certain office on an errand of business. 

As he was about leaving, the proprietor said to him : 

" My young friend, are you' a Christian ?" He replied, 

**I regret to say that I am not." That faithful friend 

then kindly urged him to seek Christ at once, to delay 

no longer securing the great salvation. The young 

man thanked him politely, and said he would "think 

of it." 

In three weeks, his widow called at the same office 

to bring his dying message. Said she : " He thought 

much of your kind advice, and resolved to seek reli- 

gioQ. He was suddenly taken sick. After a few days 

he found sweet peace in believing, became entirely 

resigned to the Divine will, and died in the triumphs 

of faith. 

' Tell my friend N.,' said he, * that I thank him, 

vrUh my dying breath, for his faithfulness to my soul. 
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His words led me to think seriously of my eternal 
interest, to give my heart to Jesus, and to prepare for 
this dying hour.' " 

To his father, who, like too many professing Chris- 
tians, had been remiss in his religious duties, he said, 
"Don't neglect the other children as you have neglect- 
ed me. Lead them to Jesus before it is too late." 

Brethren, laborers in the vineyard of Christ, what 
encouragement you have to speak a word " in season, 
and out of season," to those around you I Be faithful. 
"Eun, speak to that young man." It may be the sav- 
ing of his soul. 



The Hidden Love of God. 



Thou hidden love of God, whose height, 
Whose depth unfathomed, no man knows ; 

I see from far thy beauteous light. 
And inly sigh for thy repose : 

My heart is pained, nor can it be 

At rest, till it find rest In thee. 

Is there a thing beueatli the sun. 
That strives with thee my heart to share f 

Ah I tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of every motion there ; 

Then shall my heart from earth be free, 

When it has found repose in thee. 

crucify this self, that I 

No more, but Christ in me may lire I 
Bid all my vile affections die, 

Nor let one hateful lust survive. 
In all things nothing may I see, 
Nothing desire, or seek, bat thee. 
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Patience. 

Patience is the guardian of faith, the preserver of 
peace, the cherisher of love, the teacher of humility. 
Patience governs the flesh, strengthens the spirit, 
sweetens the temper, stifles anger, extinguishes envy, 
subdues pride ; she bridles the tongue, refrains the 
hand, tramples upon temptation, endures persecution, 
consummates martyrdom. Patience produces unity 
in the Church, loyalty in the State, harmony in the 
families and societies ; she comforts the poor, and 
moderates the rich : she makes us humble in pros- 
perity, cheerful in adversity, unmoved by calumny 
and reproach ; she teaches us to forgive those who 
have injured us; she delights the faithful and invites 
the unbelieving ; she adorns the woman, and approves 
the man ; is loved in a child, praised in a young man, 
admired in an old man ; she is beautiful in either sex, 
and every age. 

A Murderer Killed. 

A pious physician had access to a jail, and tried to 
minister both to the souls and bodies of his patients 
in prison. 

One day he pleaded with a murderer to seek par- 
don. He urged all the motives of the gospel to repent- 
ance he could command, and threw his whole soul in- 
to the plea. The murderer was cold and obdurate; 
excused his crimes by quoting the example of David, 
Solomon, and other Scripture characters. I'^ fine, 
he said, ** J rlr^r", know that I have mucli Hpcnl 
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This from a murderer was terrible. The physician 
left his cell, thinking the case hopeless. 

Anxious, however, to do all he could, he invited a 
dear friend — an aged, devoted man — to visit him. 
The old man consented ; and when, after some time, 
the doctor again ventured into the cell of the mur- 
derer, he was surprised to hear him say, 

" Doctor, you don't understand your business. You 
come here to do good — to benefit the souls of us poor 
prisoners ; but you don't go about it right. You al- 
ways urged me to * repent '-to * repent;' but, doctor, do 
you suppose there is one poor fellow in this prison 
who doesn't know he must repent if he would be sav- 
ed ? That dear old friend of yours that you left be- 
hind understood his business. He came here ; sat right 
down by my side. He looked, indeed, like a really 
good man. With a look full of tenderness, he said to 
me, *John, wasn't it gracious goodness on the part of 
the Almighty that he should have loved us so much 
as to send his only and well-beloved Son into the 
world to save such sinners as you and I?" "TF^y, 
doctor, that word I, hilled me — it killed me dead. I 
couldn't get over it. That that holy, venerable man 
should put himself on the same level with me — a vile 
murderer, neither fit to live nor to die! I cannot 
keep it out of my thoughts. It is working its way to 
my heart." 

Love is a mighty levelcr ; and no testimony so melts 
and breaks the sinner's heart as the testimony of a par- 
doned man who can say, ** Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners, of whom / am chief." ** God 
hath concluded all under sin, that he might have mercy 
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upon all." If we deny the sin we reject the mercy. 
If we do not know ourselves lost out of Christ, we 
shall not know ourselves saved in Him, Saved means 
just as much as lost does. If we are not much sick, 
we cannot have a great cure wrought in ua by the 
power of God. Multitudes stand just there to day. 
They doubted whether they were utterly lost, and 
they doubt now whether they are completely saved. 
One matter is as doubtful as the other ; — both are un- 
certain. But when a man knows **the plague of his 
own heart," then he may know the power of the balm 
that heals his sinful soul. When a man knows that 
he has been in the horrible pit, he also will know 
when he is brought out and his feet are planted on 
the rock. Then he can rejoice in God his Savior, and 
standing on a level with the vilest of the vile, can 
tell them of the grace that found and saved him, and 
point others to the Lamb of God that taketh away 
the sin of the world. 



/ 

99 



"Dey Don't Die Dat Way.' 

There was a deal of pith and point in the comment 
of the African preacher on the Text, **It is more bless- 
ed to give than to receive." Said he : — 

'*IVe known many a church to die 'cause it didn't 
give enough ; but I never knowed a church to die 
cause it gave too much. Dey don't die dat way.' 
Brederen, has any of you knowed a church to die 
'cause it gave too much ? If you do, just let me 
know; and I'll make a pilgrimage to dat church,'and 
I'll climb by de soft light of de moon to its moss- 
covered roof, and I'll stand dar and lift my hands to 
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heaven and say, * Blessed are de dead dat die in de 
Lord.'" 



The Harvest, y 

YHiatBoever a man soiroth that shall he also reap.— Oal. fl. 7. 

They are sowing their seed in the daylight fiiir, 
They are sowing their seed in the noonday's glare, 
They are sowing their seed in the soft twmght, 
They are sowing their seed in the solemn night ; 

When shall their harvest be? 

They are sowing their seed of pleasant thought, 
In the spring's green light they're blithely wrought, 
They have brought their fancies from wood and delL 
Where the mosses creep and the flower buds swell : 

Rare shall their harvest be. 

They are sowing the seed of word and deed, 
"Which the cold know not, nor the careless heed ; 
Of the gentle word, and the kindest deed. 
That have blessed the heart in its sorest need : 

Sweet will their harvest be. 

And some are sowing the seeds of pain. 
Of late remorse and a maddened brain ; 
And the stars shall fall, and the sun shall wane, 
Ere they root the seeds from the soil again : 

Dark will their harvest be. 

And some are standing with idle hand. 
Yet they scatter seed on their native land : 
And some are sowing the seeds of care. 
Which their soil hath borne and still must bear : 

Sad will their harvest be. 

Some are sowing the seed of noble deed. 
With a sleepless watch and an earnest heed ; 
With a ceaseless hand o'er the earth they sow, 
And the fields are whitening where'er they go : 

Rich will their harvest be. 

Sown in darkness, or sown in light. 
Sown in weakness, or sown in might. 
Sown in meekness, or sown in wrath. 
In the broad work field, or the shadowy path t 

Sure will the harvest be. 
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Treading Under Foot the Son of God. 

"Disheartened by the extraordinary dangers and 
difficulties of their enterprise, " says Dr. Guthrie, " a 
Roman army lost courage, and resolved on a retreat. 
The general reasoned with his soldiers. Expostulat- 
ing with them, he appealed to their love of country, 
to their honor, and to their oaths. By all that could 
revive a fainting heart he sought to animate their 
courage and shake their resolution. Much they 
trusted, they admired, they loved him, but his ap- 
peals were all in vain. They were not to be moved; 
and carried away, as by panic, they faced round to 
retreat. 

"At this juncture they were forcing a mountain 
pass ; and had just cleared a gorge where the road, 
between two stupendous rocks on one side and the 
foaming river on the other, was but a foot-path — 
broad enough for the step of a single man. 

"As a last resort he laid himself down there, say- 
ing, *If you will retreat, it is over this body you go, 
trampling me to death beneath your feet.' No foot 
advanced. The flight was arrested. His soldiers 
could face the foe ; but could not mangle beneath their 
feet one who loved them, and had often led their 
ranks to victory — sharing like a common soldier all 
the hardships of the campaign, and ever foremost in 
the fight. 

"The sight was one to inspire them with decision. 
Hesitating no longer to advance, they wheeled round 
to resume their march, deeming it better to meet suf- 
ferings and endure even death itself, than trample 
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under foot their devoted and patriot leader. Their 
hearts recoiled from such an outrage. 

"But for such as have named the name of Christ 
not to depart from iniquity, for such as have enlisted 
under his banner to go back to the world, for sucb 
as have renounced sin to return to its pleasures, in- 
volves a greater crime. A more touching spectacle 
bars our return. Jesus, as it were, lays himself 
down on our path ; nor can any become backsliders, 
and return to the practice and pleasure of sin, with- 
out trampling him under their feet. These, Paul's 
very words, call up a spectacle from which every 
lover of Christ should recoil with horror: *He,' says 
that apostle, *who despised Moses' law, died without 
mercy ; ... of how much sorer punishment, sup- 
pose ye, shall he be thought worthy who hath trodden 
underfoot the Son of God? ' " 



The Beauty of a Blush. - 

Goethe was in company with a mother and a daugh- 
ter, when the latter, being reproved for something, 
blushed and burst into tears. He said: *'Bow beau- 
tiful our reproach has made your daughter. That 
crimson hue and those silvery tears become her much 
better than any ornament of gold or pearls; those 
may be hung on the neck of any woman, but these 
are never seen disconnected with moral purity. A 
full-blown flower, besprinkled with purest dew, is not 
so beautiful as the child blushing beneath her par- 
ent's displeasure and shedding tears of sorrow for 
her fault. A blush is the sign which nature hangs 
out to show where chastity and honor dwells." 
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And yet multitudes of people will tease and tor- 
ment a bashful, blushing child, and corrupt the purest 
feelings of the youthful heart, until at length a young 
girl is taught to conquer her blushes and her tears, 
and often to hide a hardened heart beneath a brazen 
countenance, and become bold and vain and impu- 
dent. 

But at what a cost this result is attained. Alas 
for that girl who cannot or will not blush. Her in- 
nocence has gone ; and in its stead has come a knowl- 
edge of good and evil like that which our first par- 
ents sought in forbidden ways, and which when found 
only revealed to them their own shame and naked- 
ness, and made them hide from the presence of their 
Holy Maker, 

Rules for Wives : 

** More honored in the breach than in the observaaoe." 

When your husband returns home at night let him 
find the fire out, his supper cold, and you reading a 

novel. 

If he tells you his expenses are more than his in- 
come, and proposes to jnove into a smaller house, sit 
down and cry about it. Tell him you always lived 
in a large house before you were married. 

If at the end of a few months he fails in business, 
don't make the best of his misfortunes, or help him 
to bear his troubles by giving your sympathy, but 
cry as though your heart would break. 

Hint often before him how much higher position 
you held in society before than since your marriage. 

If he has business to call him out in the eveningi 
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be sure and fret, when he returns, about his being out 

at night, and about his disliking to be at home with 

his family. 

Whine every time he comes into the house about 

being tied at home. Then if he proposes to take you^ 

and the children out to ride, tell him you are tired 

half to death, and don't want to ride. 

Follow out these hints faithfully, and in return you 

will have as impatient and discontented a husband as 

can be found, and one who will come only at eating 

and sleeping hours, and you may be thankful to see 

him then. 

Doctors in the Judgment. 

The practice of medicine is fraught with the grav- 
est responsibilities. The most faithful and conscien- 
tious physicians are liable to make mistakes, and that 
too, when a mistake may cost a life ; and a careless, 
or intemperate, or incompetent physician, may spread 
death and havoc through an entire community. 

Sometimes the counsel of such men, when followed, 
leads not only to death, but to perdition; and there is 
hardly a vice or a habit which debases and destroys 
mankind, but what some " doctor says it is good," 
and often under direct medical advice, the victim 
enters the downward road. 

Sometimes a physician comprehends the impor- 
tance of his position. The Medical avd Surgical Re- 
porter states that long before the temperance reform 
became prominent in America, a missionary from the 
West Indies sought medical advice from the famous 
Dr. Rush, and when a very unpalatable medicine was 
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prescribed, the patient asked if he could not take a 
little " good old Jamaica " with it. 

" No sir, " the Doctor decidedly replied. 

*' Why, sir, what harm will it do ? " demanded the 
.West Indian. 

" What harm will it do ? " continued Dr. Eush ; 
'* I am determined no man shall rise on the day of 
judgment and say, * Dr, Eash made me a drunkard I ' 

If Dr. Eush feared to meet a throng of liquor 
drinking patients in the day of judgment, what will 
be the condition of those doctors who prescribe spir- 
ituous liquors for almost every disease, or those nos- 
trum makers who sell thousands of barrels of ardent 
spirits under the form of patent medicines; or of 
those religious editors whose papers advertise these 
mixtures far and wide, and thus lure thousands of 
the unwary to intemperance and perdition ? 



A Single Leap. 

There was once a caravan crossing, I think, the 
north of India, and numbering in its company a god* 
ly and devoted missionary. As it passed along, a 
poor old man was overcome by the heat and labor 
of the journey, and, sinking down, was left to perish 
on the road. 

The missionary saw him, and when the others had 
passed along, kneeling down by his side, whispered 
in his ear, "Brother, what is your hope? " The dy- 
ing man raised himself a little to reply, and with 
great effort, answered, " The blood of Jesus Ghrisi 
cleanseth from allsin^^^ and soon expired. 
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Tlie missionary was greatly astonished at the an- 
swer, and in the calm and peaceful appearance of the 
man, he felt assured he had died in Christ. "How 
or when," he thought, " could this man, seemingly a 
heathen, have got this hope ? " 

As he thought of it, he observed a piece of paper 
grasped tightly in the hand of the corpse. He suc- 
ceeded in getting it out. What do you think was 
his surprise and delight, when he found it was a sin- 
gle leaf of the Bible, containing the first chapter of 
the first epistle of John, in which these words oc- 
cur I On that one page the man had found the gos- 
pel of salvation. 

Tobacco-Drugged. 

God made man to use his natural healthy powers 
for his glory. He does not wish them stimulated to 
frenzy, nor stupified in inactivity ; and hence all stim- 
ulants and narcotics when habitually used to pervert 
the steady action of body or the mind, are dishonor, 
ing to our Maker and our Master. 

The condition of those who habitually use tobacco 
may be expressed in the word "drugged." They are 
not in a natural, healthy state. They are filling their 
systems with a powerful medicine, that in a measure 
deranges and poisons the currents of life. 

If it were the fashion for-men to go about the streets 
with vials of paregoric dangling from their lips, it 
would then be tolerably plain to the community that 
they were indulging in a dangerous habit of medica- 
tiouT But a man who substitutes a cigar or pipe fox 
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the vial, is doing the same thing, and all intelligent 
people who reflect upon it know it. 

But the saddest feature in this drugging is, that it 
is practiced upon that most delicate organization — 
which stands half-way, as it were, between soul and 
body — the nerves. Tobacco would never be used but 
for the nervous exhilaration it produces. Many do 
not find this out till they try to leave it oflF. Then 
they realize that they are bound in the chains of a 
nervous appetite ; that they have lived in a gentle but 
most harmful intoxication for years — an intoxication 
which, when it is dispelled by abstinence, leaves them 
wretched, moody, stupid, and distressed ; and makes 
them feel like slaves who rattle their chains but know 
not how to snap the fetters that have been slowly 
twined around them. 

It is a sin to poison the nerves. It is a sin to seek 
for a gross and stupid happiness by drugging and de- 
filing God's beautiful master-piece of creation, the 
human body, " For ye are not your own, ye are 
bought with a price ; wherefore glorify God in youp 
bod^." 

Coming Suddenly. 

When Christ comes again to this earth, the an- 
nouncement of His approach will be as sudden and 
unexpected to the general mass of the world, as was 
the sweeping Deluge, in the days of Noah. So cal- 
lous will men have become, through the "cares of 
this life,'* and, the non-fulfillment of foolish predic- 
tions, that, even the day before, that there will perhaps 
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be less faith in the promise of the Savior's Coming^ 
than there was one hundred years ago. 

It was sudden and unexpected when God rained 
fire and brimstone from heaven, and destroved ** the 
cities of the plain." None of the inhabitants, save 
righteous Lot, was fully apprised of the fact the 
evening before. Suddenly and unexpectedly, in the 
days of Belshazzer, did the hand writing appear on 
the wall, foretelling the doom of that proud monarch, 
and the overthrow of the Babvlonish kin^rdom. It 
was sudden and unexpected when the Passover-angel 
took his solemn and awful flight over the land, when 
he smote all the first-born of Egypt, from the first- 
born of the captive in the dungeon, to the first-born 
of the king on his throne. It was sudden and unex- 
pected when the waters returned, and whelmed the 
proud hosts of Pharaoh in the Eed Sea. "They 
sank as lead in the mighty waters." It was sudden 
and unexpected when the Angel of the Lord unveil- 
ed his mighty power in the destruction of the grand 
army of Sennacherib. One hundred and eighty-five 
thousand lay dead in the morning. Suddenly and 
unexpectedly did the army of Titus withdraw from 
encamping around Jerusalem, which was the sign 
given by the Savior to His followers to flee from the 
city, as that portended its speedy overthrow. 

It is our duty, therefore, as Christians, to search the 
Scriptures, and observe the Signs of the Times, lest 
the *^ day of the Lord " come upon us unawares : 
'' For as a snare shall it come upon all them that 
dwel' upofl vhe face of the whole earth." (Luke 21: 
35.) 
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At the time of the first advent, there was a gen- 
eral expectation amongst the Jews that the Messiah 
was about to appear. Likewise also, in these last 
days, there is, at this moment, a generally concurrent 
opinion amongst Prophetic writers throughout the 
world, that the grand crisis of the Lord's second ad- 
vent is close at hand. " Watch ye therefore^ for ye 
know not when the Master of the house cometh, at 
even, or at midnight, or at the cock-crowing, or in 
the morning : lest coming suddenly He find you sleep- 
ing."— Mark 13: 85, 36. 

Communion With God. 

Christian diligence is a duty ; but an excess of ac- 
tivity even in good things, may prove a sin and a 
snare. Hurried work is generally ill done, whether 
it be for God or man. The powers of human endur- 
ance have their limit, and inordinate exertion leads 
to reaction, and exposes to temptation. Healthy life 
is regular in labor and in repose. A man who has 
spasms to-day, so that two men must hold him, may 
have palsy next week, so that four men must carry 
him. Thus over-action results in inaction. 

Haste leaves the soul unsettled. Unremitting toil 
is followed by spiritual dearth and mental decay. 
Ceaseless effort may either wear ns out prematurely, 
or drive us for relief to mere worldly recreations. 

The soul needs rest ; and Christ says, ** Come unto 

me and I will give you rest." It is not enough to go 

';o meeting ; ^e must go to God. Hearing and talk 

n^ V^ave ♦^^hp )l5»^f* • ^ut silent an*^ secret co^nmunion 
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with God must not be forgotten. If we depend for 
refreshment on the drippings and overflows of oth- 
ers' cups, we shall see thirsty times. If we have in 
us *' a well of water, springing up ;" if we have a per- 
sonal understanding with our Savior, then no drouth 
can affect the constant outflow of our joy and peace. 

It is not so much to examine our own hearts, that 
we need, for only God can search the heart, and much 
of the " self examination " of the day is an arrant 
sham; — but it is rather to forget self, and gazing up- 
ward into Jesus' face, behold the light of the knowl- 
edge of the glory of God there revealed, until we are 
changed from glory to glory into the same image, as 
by the spirit of God. 

No society, however good or holy, can make up for 
the society of our Savior. No fellowship, however 
sweet, can profit us like fellowship " with the Father 
and with his Son Jesus Christ." Indeed, this fellow- 
ship comes first, and the fellowship '* one with anoth- 
er " depends for its source, its sweetness, and its per- 
manence, on pur prior fellowship with God. 

We must cast our cares on the Lord. We must 
commune with him ; — and, retiring from the world 
for this fellowship, we shall return with the odors of 
incense in our garments, and the radiance of an unseen 
glory on our brows. 

Here we may find health, and shaking off the fever- 
ishness of care, grow calm and strong in the rock and 
God of our salvation. Thus we may avoid the evils 
of hastiness of thought, and speech, and judgment; 
and may find more of blessing for our own hearts, 
and hence greater power attending our testimony, 
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and greater benefits flowing from our walk in the 
world and among the people of God, than can be gain- 
ed in all the hurry of an over-heated zeal. 



The Radiant Path. 

The path of the sun is a radiant path. It is not 
only glorious : that expresses but half the truth. It 
is glorious because it is radiant. The sun is not like 
the moon — a mere reflector — glittering with borrowed 
light. God ha,s given it light in itself; and therefore 
it shines, and cannot but shine. If the mpuntains 
could be lifted up, until they should enclose it like a 
wall; and the clouds, ascending from the mountains, 
should concentrate their masses, and over-arch it like 
a roof — it would shine still. Nay, made the more in- 
tense by the confinement, it would turn the mountains 
into diamonds, and the clouds into crystals, and flash 
through them all, and fill the world with new splen- 
dors. 

So with the path of the just. His glory is from 
within. It is a radiation. Put him where you will, 
he shines and cannot but shine. God made him to 
shine. For instance, imprison Joseph — and he will 
shine out on all Egypt, cloudless as the sky where 
the rain never falls. Imprison Daniel — and the daz- 
zled lions will return to their lairs, and the king come 
forth to worship at his rising, and all Babylon bless 
the beauty of the brighter and better day. Imprison 
Peter — and, with an angel for his harbinger star, he 
will spread his aurora from the fountains of the Jor- 
dan to the wells of Beersheba, and break like the 
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morning over mountain and sea. Imprison Paul — 
and there will be high noon over all the Eoman Em- 
pire. Imprison John — and the isles of the jEgean, 
and all the coasts around, will kindle with sunset vis- 
ions, too gorgeous to be described, but never forgot- 
ten — a boundless panorama of prophecy, gliding from 
sky to sky, and enchanting the nations with openings 
of heaven, transits of saints and angels, and the ulti- 
mate glory of the city and kingdom of God. 

Not only so ; for modern times have similar exam- 
ples; examples in the church, and examples in the 
state. For instance, bury Luther in the depths of the 
Black Forest — and *'the angel that dwelt in the bush" 
will honor him there; the trees ji round him will bum 
like shafts of ruby, and his glowing orb loom up 
again, round and clear, as the light of all Europe. 
Thrust Bunyan into the gloom of Bedford jail — and, 
as he leans his head on his hand, the murky horizon 
of Briton will flame with fiery symbols — *' delectable 
mountains" and celestial mansions, with holy pilgrims 
grouped on the golden hills, and bands of bliss, from 
the gates of pearl, hastening to welcome them home. 



The Transforming Power. 

. If you have a fire, cast wood and straw upon it, and 
it will cause them to burst forth into a flame. Let 
the fire be furnace-heated, then cast stones into it, it 
will break and dissolve them. Submit to its heat 
gold or silver, it will purge away their dross. Cast 
iron into it, and it will soon transform the mental into 
its own likeness, a mass of molten fire. 
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Ev3n SO with the Holy Spirit. To him bring your 
wortliless soul to receive revelations and discoveries 
of the love of God, and the grace and goodness of 
Jesus ; and the Spirit, in taking of the things of Christ 
and showing them to you, will fire your whole soul 
with the flames of gratitude and love. Submit your 
stony heart to his operation, and he will break it into 
pieces with the hammer of the word and melt it into 
prayers of penitential return. Carry your corruptions 
to be subdued, and he will purify your soul from sin 
and from dead works, to serve the living God. Let 
him exert his full power upon you, and he will quick- 
en your mortal body and will make you like unto 
himself, pure as he is pure, and you shall be changed 
into the same image, from glory to glory, even as by 
the Spirit of the Lord. 



Bishop Hedding on Tobacco. 

A prominent editor of a New York paper remarks : 
We remember to have heard the venerable Bishop 
Iledding say, some little time before his death, as he 
was addressing a class of young ministers about to be 
ordained, that he used tobacco ; that at one time he left 
it off, and was so affected that his physician urged him 
to resume its use, and assured him that he abstained 
at the risk of his life. He did so, and now deeply re- 
gretted it; and then, with much emphasis, said the 
great and good man, *' Were it to be done over again, 
T would abstain entirely from its use^ even at the risk of 
my lifel'^ 

\ pQtiTTiony like this from an eminent and useful 
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minister, just upon the verge of the grave, is worthy 
of the consideration of those ministers and others 
who use tobacco, and of those who are tempted to 
commence its use. 

The use of tobacco by ministers is distasteful to 
large portions of the people ; it presents an example 
which they do not desire their children to follow, it 
makes their pastoral visits less desirable, and in some 
instances not desired at all ; it is conceded by nearly 
all to be useless, by most to be deleterious, and as it 
is often filthy in the extreme, and costly withal 
it certainly becomes a serious question whether any 
minister of the gospel or any other man can justifiably 
indulge in its use in any form. 

To quit it involves a struggle. • But it is not so dan- 
gerous to health as men suppose. To the disordered 
imagination of some tobacco-soaked doctor, death ap- 
pears imminent; but who ever heard of a man dy'mcr 
for lack of tobacco ? 

On the contrary, men who have used tobacco fifty 
years have quit it, been told they would die, and accept, 
ed the situation, determined to die in a good cause, <ind 
after a few months of suffering have emerged from the 
struggle, free, and strong, and hale, and hearty. 

All tobacco- users lay aside their tobacco when dan- 
gerously sick ; why does not that kill them ? It is true 
it complicates their disease, for nature has to combat 
the tobacco habit as well as the other ailment, but yet 
they often recover. If leaving off tobacco is so danger- 
ous, it ought to be done when a man is well and can 
have a fair chance, rather than when thus enfeebled 
by pain or sickness. How much better to be free 
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from sTXcTi entangling habits, and to walk in the 
liberty of pardon, life, health, and peace. " Wherefore 
lay apart all filthiness and superfluity of naughtiness, 
and receive with meekness the engrafted word, which 
is able to save your souls." James i. 21. 



The True Standard. 

"What does it matter to you or.to me," says C. H. 
Spurgeon, *' what John Calvin said, or John Wesley, 
either? They were glorious men, and did a world of 
good in their day, but instead of wishing to wear 
their shoes, let us wear our own, for they are more 
likely to fit our feet ; and let us come to this Book, 
and find out what God would have us know, by the 
use of our own personal judgment. This will make 
men of us. To be fed on spoon victuals forever will 
leave us nothing but babes, such as sects might de- 
light in, but such as men should not desire to remain. 
*' To the law and to the testimony " let us come ; it 
is the best way of creating a Christian unity ; and 
throwing aside the prejudice of birth, and all other 
prejudices as far as we can, let us seek to believe the 
whole gospel, for we are put in trust of it as such. 
And though we may, and must, I suppose, make some 
mistakes, yet we should come as nearly as we can to 
the holding of the whole counsel of God." 

Sound doctrine this : — and yet how common it is to 
make the views of Calvin, Luther, Wesley, or some 
one else, standards of the faith of 'our church,' and 
require all to endorse them and conform to them on 
pain of losing our fellowship. These good men 
changed their own views more than once while they 
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were alive ; and doubtless might have changed yet 
more, had they lived till this time. How foolish then 
to make their opinions an unchangeable standard of 
faith. "The grass withereth, the flower fadeth ; but 

THE WOBD OP CUB GOD SHALL STAND FOREVER." 

*' What is the chaff to the wheat ? " 



The Great Want. 

**The Holy Spirit is able to make the Word as suc- 
cessful now as in the days of the apostles. He can 
bring in by hundreds and thousands, as easily as by 
ones and twos. The reason why we are not more 
prosperous is, that we have not the Holy Spirit with 
us in might and power as in early times. If we had 
the Spirit sealing our ministry with power, it would 
signify very little about our talent. Men might be 
poor dr uneducated; their words might be broken 
and ungrammatical ; there might be none of the pol- 
ished periods of Hall, or glorious thunders of Chal- 
mers; but if the might of the Spirit attended them, 
the humblest evangelists would be more successful 
than the most learned of divines, or the most elo- 
quent of preachers. It is extraordinary grace, not 
talent, that wins the day. It is extraordinary spirit- 
ual power, not extraordinary mental power, that we 
need. Mental power may fill a chapel; but spiritual 
power fills the church. Mental power may gather a 
congregation ; spiritual power will save souls. We 
want spiritual power. Oh! we know some before 
whom we shrink into nothing as to talent, but who 
have no spiritual power; and when they speak, they 
have not the Holy Spirit with them; but wo kno^^ 
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others — simple-hearted, worthy men, who speak their 
country dialect, and who stand up to preach in their 
country-plaee, and the Spirit of God clothes every 
word with power. Hearts are broken, souls are 
saved, and sinners are born again. Spirit of the 
living God! we want Thee, Thou art the life, the soul, 
the source of Thy people's success. Without Thee 
they can do nothing; with Thee they can do every- 
thing." 



A Pointed Prayer. />. 

A secretary of a Young Men's Christian Associa- 
tion says in The Christian atWorh^ while speaking of 
some of the frequenters of their daily assemblies:— 

'* A young man had been quite active in the prayer- 
meeting for several days, but his business transactions 
on the street had been very irregular, and- it would 
seem he was endeavoring to prop himself up by his 
activity in our meetings. Being called upon to offer 
a closing prayer at a noon meeting where he waa 
present, I prayed that God might convert a hypocrite 
present v;ith us to day. 

*^ An anonymous letter came the next day, asking if 
I felt myself justified in singling out an individual in 
that way and praying for him ? Before the next day 
noon meeting, a gentleman came into my private 
room, and wished to know honestly if I meant him 
in my prayer yesterday. I replied: ' Well, my 
brother, I fear you are not as near Christ as you 
should be, or you would not have come to me thus. 
Let us pray about this ; ' and we knelt, and he confessed 
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to God, not to me, his unfaithfulness. I told him 
upon rising, I did not mean him, but wished him a 
blessing. Before forty-eight hours expired six per- 
sons had inquired of me if I referred to them. I 
tried to be a brother to each. I took the letter into 
the meeting and read it, and stated these facts, and 
referred to the style of men who had been a real 
damage to the meetings. God blessed it to the best 
good of our work. Some of these * loafers' have 
not been in since to speak; others speak seldom, oth- 
ers seem humble, better men." 



Won't Risk It. 

In a pleasant little village of Vermont, far up 
among the hills, lives little Annie B. Her Christian 
mother, who usuallv attended her as she retired to 
rest each night, had taught her to lisp an evening 
prayer, beseeching the guardianship of Him who nev- 
er sleeps. 

One night her father, who was no friend to the 

humble religion of the meek and lowly Jesus, put 
her to bed without any mention of God or of prayer. 
When on the following evening her mother retired to 
her chamber with her little girl, she found her very 
indifferent about praying, very pertly remarking, — 

** I did not pray last night, and I was just as safe. 
I don't want to pray to-night." 

** Very well," said the gentle, trusting mother, "just 
as you please about it," and turned away to leave her 
in the dark. 

*' Stop, stop, mother, come back ; I won't risk it 1 " 
cried Annie. 
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Reader, do j'^ou * risk it^ day after day, and night 
after night, without prayer to God ? A darker night 
is coming ; will yoa risk it ? Fathers, do you teach 
your children to Wish it ' without prayer ? Christian 
parent, persevere in faithful devotedness to God. 
Your influence will not be lost upon the child, but 
when it remembers your calm, peaceful trust, it 
" won't risk it " without hiding from all the storms of 
earth, in the quiet shelter of the Guardian Bock. 



Consolation. 



WBirmr at a bubuii. 



Tbongh sorrow bow thy bleeding heart, 
And deepest woe thy thoughts employ. 

Yet €k>d can love and peace impart, 
And torn thy mourning into joy. 

Weep not, lo I on the passing stoxm. 
The Iris' radiant arch is hung ; 

So oyer thee, in grief forlorn, 
Hope's bow of glory now is flung. 

Weep not, for free from woe or care 
The dead in Jesus now are blest; 

No pains disturb their slumbers there^ 
No griefii intrude upon their restT 

Weep not — beyond death's gloomy xeigily 
A day of holy light shaU break ; 

There sundered friends shall meet again^ 
For sleeping saints in joy shall wake. 

Weep not! Oh! bear thy heayy wqm% 
And lay it on thy Savior's throne, 

So when earth's griefs no more we know. 
Thou sholt have joy, and joy alone. 
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A Lost Man. 

Mr. Whitefield, brother of the noted preacher, bad 
fallen into a backslidden state ; but under a sermon 
preached by his brother in the Countess of Hunting- 
don's chapel, Bath, it pleased God to arouse him 
from that state; after which, however, he became 
melancholy and despairing. I was taking tea with the 
Countess of Huntingdon on a service evening, in the 
chapel house, and her ladyship endeavored to raise 
his desponding hopes by conversing on God's infi- 
nite mercy through Jesus Christ; but, for a while, in 

vain. 

"My lady," he replied, **I know what you say is 

true. The mercy of God is infinite; I see it clearly. 
But, ah I my lady, there is no mercy for me — I am a 
wretch entirely lost." "I am glad to hear it, Mr. 
Whitefield," said lady H. **I am glad at my heart 
that you are a lost man." He looked with great sur- 
prise. **What, my lady, glad! glad at your heart 
that I am a lost man!" ** Yes, Mr. Whitefield, truly 
glad; for Jesus Christ came into the world to save 
the lost!" He set down his cup of tea on the table. 
"Blessed be God for that," said he ; ** Glory to God for 
that word," he exclaimed. *' Oh what unusual power 
is this which I feel attending it! Jesus Christ came 
to save the lost! then I have a ray of hope," — and so 
he went on. As he finished his last cup of tea, his 
hand trembled, and he complained of illness. He 
went out into the chapel court for the benefit of the 
air, but staggered to the wall, exclaiming *'I am very 
ill." A poor old woman, who was going into the 
chapel, lent him her staff to support him into tb© 
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house, saying she would call for it when Divine ser- 
vice was over, and inquire after him. But his time 
was come. Soon after he was brought into the house 
he expired. 



'to' 



The Distrustful Bird^ 

A bright little canary bird, a very sweet singer, 
had often cheered and brightened my room during a 
long illness, and sometimes its sweet, rich notes sooth- 
ed and diverted me when my nerves, shattered by an 
illness of years, would not permit me to enjoy the 
companionship even of the tenderly-loved ones who 
by every means in their power sought to alleviate the 
suffering and brighten the tedium of my sick-room. 

As my strength returned I lavished upon my little 
feathered companion all the attentions he was capable 
of appreciating, and he had become very tame, and 
seemed to recognize me when I approached his cage. 

One day when I offered him from my finger some 
delicacy, instead of taking it with his usual confi- 
dence in me, he appeared frightened, and fluttered 
about his cage. Surprised and disappointed, I ex- 
claimed, '• My little bird, can you not trust me T' as 
the thought of my long-continued kindness to it re- 
curred to me. 

A dear young sister in my room at the moment 
said to me : " sister, do not be impatient witb the 
little bird. If you feel so sorry because it does not 
always trust you, and now seems to have forgotten 
you, how grieved our Heavenly Father must be that 
we so continually forget Him, so constantly do not 
trust Him I " 
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**DiD He Say *Yes/ Mother?'' 

*' Mamma is talking to Jesus," said little Mary one 
day, as she heard the familiar voice of her mother 
praying in another room. And as her mother return- 
ed from her worship the little daughter ran to her, 
and looking up in her face, enquired, — 

" Did Jesus answer ? Did he say * Yes/ mother ? " 

It is a blessed thing to become as little children, and 
to make faith, and prayer, and blessing, seem like sure 
and glad realities in this world of cheats and shams. 

The test of prayer is the answer. If there is no 
answer there is no value in the prayer. If the pipe 
brings no water it is unprofitable and vain. 

And it is the Christian's privilege to know that God 
hears him when he prays. ** I preached for five 
years," said an eminent Doctor of Divinity, *' before I 
knew anything about the Holy Ghost." Many a man 
prays for a longer period, and still knows nothing of 
praying in the Holy Ghost, or having the inward 
assurance of an answer from that Spirit which "help- 
eth our infirmities, " and *^ maketh intercession for 
the saints according to the will of God." 

It is our privilege to cease from our formal peti- 
tions, and talk to Jesus of all the joys and sorrows 
which fill or press our hearts. And we may know if 
Jesus answers. We may know whether our petition 
is acceptable and accepted before his face. 

Brother, sister, you have often bowed before the 

Lord, and uttered words before the throne of grace. 

One word in your ear — *' Did Jesus answer ? Did he 

say 'Yes?'" 

Do not forget this vital matter. If Jesus does not, 
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sooner or later, answer your prayers, they are all in 
vain. And if Jesus does not *'say Yes," there is some 
good reason for it. Do not rest till you know what 
the hindrance is. Test yourself with the question, — 
" Did Jesus answer ? Did he say * Yes? ' " and never rest 
till you can say, "Whatsoever we ask we receive of 
him, because we keep his commandments, and do those 
things that are pleasing in his sight." ^ 

Hid by a Thread. X 

David Eittenhouse, of Pennsylvania, the great 
astronomer, was skillful in measuring the size of the 
planets and determining the position of the stars. 
But he found that, such was the distance of those orbs, 
a silk thread stretched across the glass of his tele- 
scope would entirely cover a star; and moreover, 
that a silk fibre, however small, placed upon the same 
glass, would not only cover the star but would conceal 
80 much of the heavens that the star, if a small one 
and near the pole, would remain obscured behind 
that silk fibre several seconds. Thus a silk fibre ap- 
peared to be larger in diameter than a star. 

And yet every star is a heavenly world, a world of 
light, a sun shining upon other worlds as our sun 
shines upon this world. Our sun is eight hundred 
and eighty -six thousand miles in diameter, and yet, 
seen from a distant star, our sun could be covered, 
obscured, hidden behind a single thread, when that 
thread is near the eye, although in a telescope. 

Just so we have seen some who never could behold 
the heavenly world. They always complained of dim- 
ness of vision aud dullness of comprehension when 
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they looked toward tlie heavenly home. You might 
strive to comfort them in aflfliction, or poverty, or 
distress; but no, they could not see Jesus as the Sun 
of Righteousness. You might direct their eyes to the 
Star of Bethlehem through the telescope of faith and 
holy confidence ; but alas ! there is a secret thread, 
a filament, a silken fibre, which, holding them in sub- 
serviency to the world, in some way obscures the 
light, and Jesus the Star of Hope is eclipsed, and 
their prospect is darkened. 

There are times when a very small self-gratification, 
a very little love of pleasure, a very small thread, may 
hide the light. To some sinners, Jesus, as Savior, 
appears far off; but far off as he may appear, he cer- 
tainly can be and shall be seen where the heart lets 
nothing intervene to hide his face. 

The little boy who held the sixpence near his eye 
said, " Oh, mother, it is bigger than the room ! " and 
when he drew it still nearer he exclaimed,^' Oh, moth- 
er, it is bigger than all out doors I " And in just that 
way the worldling hides God, and Christ, and judg- 
ment, and eternity from view, behind some paltry 
pleasure, some trifling joy, or some small possession 
which shall perish with the using, and pass away 
with all earth's lusts and glory, in the approaching 
day of God Almighty. 

How little will all these trifles seem in the hour 
of death and in the day of judgment I A thread can 
hide a star. A sixpence can hide the view of every- 
thing around us ; and a man with but a little of this 
fleeting world may blind his mind, harden his heart, 
and he may lose himself, and be cast away at last 
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A Sure Title. 

If Jesus were on earth would you not go to him, 
and ask him to save you ? Would you not believe 
him if he said to you, " Thy sins are forgiven thee ; 
thy faith has saved thee; go in peace?" Thus he 
speaks to thee in the Bible. Hear his voice, believe 
what he says ; command every doubt by the author- 
itative voice of the mighty Savior. He is now at the 
right hand of God : but still he speaks — speaks from 
heaven — speaks in the living word, the Scriptures 
of truth. And why is he exalted to the throne of the 
majesty in the heavens ? In order to be a Prince and 
a Savior — to give repentance and the remission of sins. 
His name, Jesus, given to him at his birth, and again 
to him by God in the resurrection, proclaims the 
blessed truth that salvation is in him. Faith in that 
name is suflBcient. Two gentlemen were lately con- 
versing together upon this momentous subject. One 
said to the other, after pointing out the mighty works 
of Christ on the cross, *' Do you need anything more ? " 
The other replied, "Yes, I think I do ; I think I must 
have some work of my own." His friend replied, 
Jesus at the right hand of God is my title, and my 
only title to salvation. Here are pen, ink, and paper ; 
now write me down a better." 

The truth is, that Christ in glory is the proof of the 
complete and all-sufficient value of his death. If a 
friend becomes surety for me, and is thrown into pris- 
on on account of my debt, and I afterward meet that 
friend walking at liberty, I am sure he must have made 
full satisfaction for my debt, otherwise he would not 
be out of prison. So the Lord, at the right hand of 
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power on bigli, is a proof that he has answered to the 
full every demand of God against me as a sinner. 
His death is everything or nothing. It is either the 
entire blotting out and canceling of every charge 
against me, or it avails me nothing. 

John Bunyan was walking one day in a field, under 
great trouble of soul at the discovery of his own vile- 
ness, and not knowing how to be justified with God, 
when he heard, as he imagined, a voice saying to him, 
" Your righteousness is in heaven." He went in'.o his 
house, and took his Bible, thinking there to find the 
very words which had thus sounded in his heart. He 
did not discover the identical expression, but many a 
passage of Scripture proclaimed the same truth, and 
showed him that Jesus, at the right hand of God, is 
complete righteousness to every one that believeth. 



The Heritage of the Meek. 

Why should it be thought a thing incredible, that 
a material earth should constitute the abode of the 
glorified Church? Is there aaght essentially sinful 
in materialism ? Has it not existed in the closest alli- 
ance, not only with spotless purity, but with Divinity 
itself? What is there essentially in materialism why 
it should not again be the home of the redeemed and 
the kingdom of the Eedeemer ? I cannot for a mo- 
ment believe that the Paradise of the blessed will be 
a paradise of state rather than of place— an aerial 
paradise floating in ether, suspended upon nothing, 
from which all warm, sensible, tangible attendants 
which inspire with life and pencil with beauteous tints 
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our present abode, will be utterly excluded. Extir- 
pate ungodliness from our present world, annihilate 
its taint, hush its groans, dry its tears ; let there be 
no more pain and sorrow, disease and death, and I ask, 
who would not be willing to reign with Christ upon 
this globe forever ? It is a beautiful world ! There 
are spots of grandeur — there are landscapes of beauty, 
upon which, as one gazes, one finds it hard to believe 
the blight of the curse, the breath of sin, bath touched 
and tainted them. 

I have stood and wept amidst the glory and mag- 
nificence of Alpine scenery. The spot which trans- 
fixed me for a while in mute amazement, brought be- 
fore my eyes a range of landscape in which every 
object of beauty and sublimity, moulded into every 
form and tint of color, seemed crowded in one vast, 
glorious panorama. And as I gazed upon that over- 
powering scene — the deep, wide vale stretching at my 
feet — on my right and left, mountains swelling to the 
skies, clad with green, purple, and lilac — before me 
the monarch of mountains encircled by his army of 
snow-clad companions, reminding one of the four- 
and-twenty elders around the great white throne — I 
felt tliat in all that glorious, that magnificent, that 
tender, that sublime scenery, there was one object, 
and one only, upon which the blight and taint of sin 
had fallen, and from which I turned with tears and 
loathing — that object was myself. The valley seem- 
ed vocal with God's praise ; the glacier bathed in the 
light of the setting sun, seemed a reflection of the 
divine purity ; the mountains, clad with dazzling 
snow, appeared like Tabor when the glory of the 
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transfiguration rested upon it; every object seemed 
to please, "and only man was vile." 

Let this earth of ours be purified as by fire, let its 
subterranean flames break forth and consume all that 
man has marred, and sin has tainted, and God has 
cursed ; and then shall spring from its ashes, in more 
than phenix- like splendor, a new material world with 
every form of loveliness, bathed in every gleam of 
material splendor, redolent with holiness and vocal 
with song, and over and upon it Christ and his Church 
shall reign and abide for ever and ever I 



The Sinner's Burial. 

Wrapt in a Ghristless shrond, 

He Bleeps the Ghristless sleep; 
Above him the eternal clond, — 

Beneath the fiery deep. 

Laid in a Ghristless tomb, 

There bound with felon chain, 
He waits the terrors of his doom. 

The judgment and the pain. 

O Ghristless shrond, how cold ! 

How dark, O Ghristless tomb I 
O mef that never can grow old I 

O endless, hopeless doom ! 

O Ghristless sleep, how sad ! ^ | 

What waking malt thou know? 
For thee no star, no dawning glad. 

Only the lasting woe ! 

To rocks and hills in vain 

ShaU be the sinner's caU ; 
O day of wrath, and death, and pain. 

The lost soul's funeral I 

O Ghristless soul awake. 

Ere tiiy last sleep begin I 
O Ghrist, the sleeper's slumber break,— 

Burst Thou the bonds of sin. 
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"House and Home." >- 

What's a house ? You may bny it, or build it, or rent ; 

It may be a mansion, a cottage, a tent ; 

Its furniture costly, or humble and mean : 

High walls may surround it, or meadows of groen ; 

Tall servants in livery stand in the hall, 

Or but one little maiden may wait on you all ; 

The tables may groan with rich viands and rare. 

Or potatoes and bread be its costliest &re ; 

The inmates may glitter in purple and gold. 

Or their raiment be homely and tattered and old. 

'Tis a HOUSE, and no more, which vile money may buy; 

It may ring with a laugh, or but echo a sigh : 

But a Home must be warmed with the embers of love. 

Which none from its hearth-stone may ever remove ; 

And be lighted at eve with a heart-kindled smile, 

Which a breast, though in sorrow, of woe may beguile. 

A home must be *'Home,** for no words can express it— 

Unless you have known it, you never can guess it ; 

*Tis in vain to describe what it means to a heart 

Which can live out its life on the bubbles of art. 

It may be a palace — it may be a cot — 

It matters not which, and it matters not what ; 

*Tis a dwelling perfumed with the incense of loTe^ 

From which to its owner 'tis death to remoYO. 



The Wedding Bucket. 

J* 

There once lived in the state of Connecticut a some* 
what curious old farmer, — an eccentric, positive old 
fellow, whose wife, luckily for the peace of the fami- 
ly, was a pattern of mildness and Christian patience. 

They had one daughter, a kind-hearted girl, who 
very naturally became her father's favorite, and when 
the time came for her to be married the father did all 
he could to provide her with an outfit suited to the oc- 
casion. 
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A day or two after the wedding the new son-in-law 
came to take the bride and her possessions to their 
new home. The goods were carefully stowed away in 
the ox-cart, and all things made ready for the depart- 
ure, when the old man stepped forward and said ; — 

"Harry, you are about taking my gal away, and 
though you have the best right to her, yet I must 
own it is hard parting with her. She is a spunky 
piece, — got a good deal of the old man about her. 
Now, Harry, take this water-pail, (producing a fine 
new one,) and if she throws fire, you throw water." 

And so he bade them good-bye. 

What a fine thing it woiild have been if some 
touchy couples could have had just such a bucket giv- 
en them on their wedding-day, with plain instructions 
how to use it. It would have saved many a broil, and 
put out many a little fire which, left alone, consumes 
peace, happiness, and home itself in its furious flames. 

The old farmer spoke wisely, yet Solomon taught 
the same lesson long ago when he said, — 

** A soft answer turneth away wrath." 



Ground to Powder. 

*' I remember, away up in a lonely Highland valley, 
where, beneath a tall black cliff, all weather-worn and 
cracked, and seamed, there lies at the foot, resting on 
the green sward that creeps round its base, a huge 
rock, that has fallen from tlie face of the precipice. 

A shepherd was passing beneath it ; and suddenly, 
when the finger of God's will touched it, and rent it 
from its ancient bed in the everlasting rock, it.came 
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down, leaping and bounding from pinnacle to pinna- 
cle, and it fell ; and the man that was beneath it is 
there now! 'ground to powder.' 

Ah, my brethren, that is not my illustration, that 
is Christ's. Therefore I say to you, since all that 
stand against Him shall become * as the chaff of the 
summer threshing-floor,' and be swept utterly away, 
make Him the Foundation on which you build ; and 
when the storm sweeps away every * refuge of lies,' 
you will be safe and serene, builded upon the Eockof 
Ages.'' 

The Two Wills. 

An anecdote is related of John Eyre, a man whose 
name is recorded in the annals of crime, as possess- 
ing £30,000, and yet being sentenced to transporta- 
tion for stealing eleven quires of writing paper; 
which shows, in a striking manner, the depravity of 
the human heart, and may help to account for the 
meanness of the crime of which he stood convicted. 
An uncle of his, a gentleman of considerable proper- 
ty, made his will in favor of a clergyman who was 
his intimate friend, and committed it, unknown to the 
rest of the family, to the custody of the divine. 
However, not long before his death, having altered 
his mind with regard to the disposal of his wealth, 
he made another will, in which he left the clergyman 
only £500, and bequeathed the bulk of his large 
property to his nephew and heir-at-law, Mr. Eyre. 

Soon after the old gentleman's death, Mr. Eyre, 
rummaging over his drawers, found this last will, 
and perceiving the legacy of £500 in it for the 
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clergyman, without any hesitation or scruple of con- 
science he put it into the fire, and took possession of 
the whole effects, in consequence of his uncle being 
supposed to die intestate. The clergyman coming to 
town soon after, and inquiring into the circumstances 
of his old friend's death, asked if he had made a will 
before he died. On being answered by Mr. Eyre in 
the negative, the clergyman very coolly put his hand 
in his pocket, and pulled out the former will, which 
had been committed to his care, in which Mr. Eyre 
had bequeathed him the whole of his fortune, amount- 
ing to several thousand pounds, excepting a legacy • 
of £200 to his nephew. 

A Rage for Fiction. 

**I want a paper that has long stories in it," said a 
young lady; and she added, *'I don't want a paper 
for anything else." Poor girl I much to be pitied — 
and a pitiful appearance she will make through life, 
at the present rate. She wants nothing serious, no 
acquaintance with the history of her times, nothing in- 
tellectual ; nothing but newspaper novels I Empty 
heads they must be that can find room every week 
for some ten columns of a sham story. Yet these are 
the heads for which the weekly press toils and groans, 
throwing off by the ten thousand its sheets of shal- 
low, insipid, and disgusting fiction; and for this an 
amount of money is paid which a sound literature 
utterly fails to command. 

Yes, Christian fathers and mothers buy this vile 
trash for their sons and daughters, and so minister to 
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their ignorance and destitution of all taste and fitness 
for life's duties. Doubtless the periodical press does 
more than any other one instrumentality to decide the 
opinions, habits of thought, and general character of 
the age. A family will very soon begin to show a 
sympathy with its weekly paper, and parent and 
child will soon begin assimilating to it in sentiment 
and feeling; and as families are, so is the community 
at large. Blind and stupid, therefore, yea, worse are 
those parents who tolerate in their houses a class of 
papers which are good for nothing, but rather bad, 
made up of the writings of silly, ignorant scribblers 
who would be *' at the foot " in the town-school of 
good morals, as well as of solid education. Such are 
the teachers of half of the present generation. 



Stand Firm. ; 

At the critical moment in the battle of Waterloo, 
when everything depended on the steadiness of the 
soldiery, courier after courier kept dashing into the 
presence of the Duke of Wellington, announcing that 
unless the troops at an important point were immedi- 
ately relieved or withdrawn, they must yield before 
the impetuous onsets of the French. By all of these 
the Duke sent back the same spirit- stirring message, 
'' Stand firm ! " 

*'But we shall perish I " remonstrated the officer. 

" Stand firm ! " again answered the iron-hearted 
chieftain. 

"You'll find us there!" rejoined the other, as he 
fiercely galloped away. The result proved the truth 
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of his reply, for every man of that doomed brigade 
fell, bravely fighting at his post. 

What an exanjple is this for the Christian contend- 
ing under the blood-stained banner of the Cross! 
Shall the worldling maintain his position at all haz- 
ards, for merely earthly considerations, and the follow- 
er of the meek and lowly Jesus dare nothing for the 
boon of eternal life? God forbid! His pathway 
should be lighted up by the flame of Divine love, 
and in the strength of Christ he should press man- 
fully on from conquering unto conquest. If he will 
only continue to act thus, he will eventually achieve 
a glorious victory over his last foe, and be able to 
shout the paean of victory in that kingdom, where the 
sound of weeping never comes, and where the weary 
are at rest. 



Pretty Sermons. 

I am tormented with the desire of writing better 
than I can. I am tormented, say -I, with the desire 
of preaching better than I can. But I have no wish 
to make fine, pretty sermons. Prettiness is well 
enough when prettiness is in place. I like to see a 
pretty child, a pretty flower ; but in sermons, pretti- 
ness is out of place. To my ear, it would be anything 
but commendation, should it be said to me, '* You 
have given us a pretty sermon." 

If I were put upon trial for my life, and my advo- 
cate should amuse the jury with tropes and figures, 
or bury his arguments beneath a profusion of flowers 
of his rhetoric, I would say to him, "Tut, man, you 
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care more for your vanity, than for my hanging. Put 
yourself in my place — speak in view of the gallows, 
and you will tell your story plainly and earnestly." 
I have no objections to a lady winding a sword with 
ribbons, and studding it with roses as she presents it 
to her hero-lover; but in the hour of battle he will 
tear away the ornaments, and use the naked edge on 
the enemy. 

An Ambitious Man. 

" If you were an ambitious man," said a person 
one day to a minister of talent and education, who 
was settled in a retired and obscure parish, " you 
would not stay in such a place as this." 

" How do you know that I am not an ambitious 
man ? " said the pastor. 

" You do not act like one." 

" I have my plans as well as others — the results 
may not appear as soon, perhaps." 

"Are you engaged in some great work ? " 

*' I am — but the work does not relate to literature 
or science. I am not ambitious, perhaps, in the ordi- 
nary sense of the term. I do not desire to occupy the 
high places of the earth, but I do desire to get near 
my Master's throne in glory. I care but little for 
popular applause, but I desire to secure the approba- 
tion of God. The salvation of souls is the work He is 
most interested in, and to the successful prosecution 
of which He has promised the largest rewards." 

Such an ambition as this is noble, though it may 
be rare. More of it would send fortli laborers into the 
harvest-field, and would change the whole current of 



THE FAMILY CIRCLK. 818 

life for many who profess to be ministers of Jesus 
Christ. . 

But the ambition that reaches after gold, and gain, 
and glitter ; that seeks after high-sounding titles and 
chief seats in the synagogues; that longs for good 
pay, easy work, and the praise of a godless world ; 
will eat the life out of the Christian's soul, and leave 
him powerless, sapless, barren, and unfruitful. 

The labor that has its aim and reward in earthly 
honor, is very different from the true ambition of the 
faithful child of God. And while the unfaithful ser- 
vant shall awake at last and count his life a terri- 
ble mistake, "They that be wise shall shine as the 
brightness of the firmament, and they that turn many 
to righteousness as the stars for ever and ever." 



The Worthless Weapons. "^ 

*' There was a British regiment," says Dr. Guthrie, 
" once ordered to charge a body of French cuiras- 
siers. The trumpets sounded, and away they went 
boldly at them; but not to victory. They broke 
like a wave that launches itself against a rock. 
They were sacrificed to a trader's fraud. Forged not 
of truest steel, but worthless metal, their swords bent 
double at the first stroke. What could human 
strength or the most gallant bravery do against such 
odds ? They were slaughtered like sheep on the 
field. And ever since I read that tragedy, I have 
thought I would not go to battle unless my sword 
were proved. I would not go to sea with anchors 
that had not been tried. But of all things for a 
man's comfort and peace, what needs so much to be 
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proved as his faith — its truth and genuineness ? Any 
way, it is a serious thing to face death, and meet the 
King of Terrors on his own ground ; but were our 
faith never tried till we stood face to face in the val- 
ley with our last enemy, face to face with our God 
at the bar of judgment, it were still more serious. 
With our powers of self-deception, with Satan sit- 
ting at the sinner's ear, saying. Peace, peace, when 
there is none to be found — with so many who have 
the form of godliness, but are strangers to its pow- 
er — the stoutest heart might tremble for the issues. 

How thankful then ought we to be for those trials 
which prove our faith, and hope, and love ; and with 
many a sore and bitter test, prepare us to stand at 
last unmoved, when heart and flesh shall fail, and heav- 
en and earth shall pass away ; when the trying of our 
faith, being much more precious than that of gold 
that perisheth, 'shall be found unto praise and 
honor and glory at the appearing of Jesus Christ.'" 



Trusting God for a Sermon. 

"It is fifty years, sir," said John Wesley one day 
to a friend, ** since T first preached in this church. 
I remember it from a peculiar circumstance which 
occurred at that time. I came without a sermon, and 
going up the pulpit stairs I hesitated, and returned 
into the vestry under much mental confusion and 
agitation. A woman who was there noticed that I 
was deeply agitated, and she enquired, 
* Pray, sir, what is the matter with you ? ' 
I replied, ' I have not brought my sermon with me,' 
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*Is that all ? can not you trust God for a sermon ?' 

The question had such an eflfect upon me that I 

ascended the pulpit and preached extempore with 

great freedom to myself and acceptance to the people, 

and I have never since taken a written sermon into 

the pulpit." 

Trusting in God for a sermon worked well that 

time. Others might try the same plan with advan- 
tage. Of course we are not to trust in God to do 
what only our laziness hinders us from performing; 
but if we diligently study God's word, and live pure 
and prayerful lives before Him, we shall not look in 
vain for his blessing on us if we are called to declare 
his truth. 

None but God can know the hearts of all who 
will be present at any public meeting. None else 
can foresee their varied circumstances and needs. 
And to expect the Lord to direct a man a week 
beforehand how to write a sermon to meet their 
exact necessities, — while at the same time the ser- 
mon is destined to be preached perhaps on twenty 
other occasions to twenty different assemblies, — ^to 
expect the Lord thus miraculously to guide the pen, 
is to expect a prodigy too astounding for ordinary 
faith. How much more reasonable to believe that, 
with a thorough knowledge of the sacred word, and a 
mind well stored with scripture and with fact, and en- 
riched by devout meditation, the Lord will gracious- 
ly supply the special needs of each occasion, and lead 
the preacher to so vary his address and his applica- 
tion as to meet the unknown wants of those who lis- 
ten to his words. Surely this seenis to be the more 
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reasonable way, and if persons will follow in this 
path, and " trust God for a sermon," they will not be 
disappointed if he really has a message for them to 
declare; and if he has not, they may remember that 
there is a time to be silent, and that is the time. 



"N The Indian Missionary. 

It is surprising how much less it sometimes costs 
to do the Lord's work than to do man's. We heard of 
an Indian who once appeared before an assembly of 
ministers, bringing from a distant tribe the Macedo- 
nian cry, " Come over and help us." The grave and 
reverend men considered the matter, counted the cost, 
and decided they could not sustain a mission there. 

"Why not?'' 

" Oh, it will cost so many thousands of dollars. 

*' Oh, no, said the Indian, I will go ; give me forty 
dollars to buy a canoe and an outfit, and I will go." 

They concluded to risk that amount, and the zeal- 
ous missionary filled his canoe with the things he 
needed, and with his heart burning with the love of 
God, stepped into the frail craft, and dipping his feath- 
ery oars in the waves, yielded to the sweep of the 
current and was on his way. 

Eowing by day and sleeping by night, protected 
by the Guiding Hand of God, he made his journey 
safely and did his work with joy ; and when long 
months had passed away, he brought back the tidings 
of sinners saved among the dusky dwellers in the 
distant wilds. 

Compared with such an apostolic zeal, how poor is 
that spirit which causes rich men and salaried officials 
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to put forth their calls for funds to spread the Gospel, 
and then, because others do not hand over the money 
which they themselves are abundantly ahh to pay out 
of their own pockets^ sit down and say "We can do 
nothing for lack of funds," and return to their lux- 
uries and speculations, — proclaiming to the world 
with their lips the terrors of the judgment to come, 
and devoting their own lives to heaping up treasures 
for the last days. 

Let the men who call for money for the work of 
God pay it themselves, so long as they are able ; and 
let the men who would send others into the field go 
themselves, anointed with the Spirit of the Lord of 
Hosts ; and the thousands of Israel would leap to fol- 
low the standard which they lifted up, and the silver 
and the gold would pour in torrents into the treasury 
of the Lord. But the army follows its banners ; and 
while Diotrephes and Demas stand in the foreground 
higgling about salaries and begging for cents, no won- 
der that the multitudes are disheartened, and the cliar- 
iot drags heavily along. How can we honestly ask 
God or man for means to carry on the gospel work, 
when we know, and others know, and God knows, 
that we ourselves have the needed money in our own 
hands, and would use it if we were not too selfish thus 
to appropriate it ? 

God honors those who trust in Him. The lad gave 
up his little loaves to Jesus, and five thousand were 
fed and twelve baskets yet remained. The widow of 
Zarephath baked the prophet's cake^rs^, and then her 
meal did not waste nor her cruse of oil fail. The 
prophet's widow borrowed empty vessels " not a few,*' 
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and so long as an empty vessel remained the oil con- 
tinued to flow. "Honor the Lord with thy substance 
and with the first fruits of all thine increase : so shall 
thy bams be filled with plenty, and thy presses shall 
burst out with new wine." ^^Seek first the Kingdom 
of God and his righteousness, and all these things 
shall be added unto you." 

The Lord would have us trust Him, if we would 
have Him bless us. And the trust must precede the 
blessing. The only way to pump water from the bot- 
tom of a well is to empty the top of the pump ; 
when water starts at the top it starts at the bottom 
also. This is the secret of providential supply. The 
supply meets the demand. But the demand must be 
actual and real, and not prospective and uncertain. 
Let us conform to the Divine method and we shall re- 
ceive the Divine blessing. 
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theii wide oircolation is demanded by the increase of Skepticism and Skeptical 
Literature, and will tend to greatly benefit not only Skeptics, but also all 
Ohristians and Ghnrches which hold the common faith of Ghrist, do hereby 
most heartily commend his work to the confidence, enoonragement, and sup- 
port of all Christians and Philanthropists. 
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FIVE CENT SERIES. 
The Inspiration of the Bible. 

" One of the mont important essays of mod- 
ern timet."— Lord Sfm/tesbtiry. 
Remarks on the "Mistakes of Mosea." 
Friendly Hints to Candid Inquirers. 
Testimonv of Christ to the Old Test. 
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Number in Nature. 
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Israel's Greatest Prophet. 
Nuts for Skeptics to Crack. 
A Warning Word on Infidelity. 

**A powerftil document."— Jo«epA ttoo*. 
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THE BIBLE TBIUUPHAITT. 

6t M us. H. Y. Bred. 

Twelve dozen skeptical arguments refuted, and sroming contradictions fn tba 
Bible reconciled. To which is added Infidel Tettimtmy to the Truth of the Bible, by 
U. L. Hastings. Cloth, 204 pp. Price 60 cts. 

This neatly gotten up volume explains 144 alleged -Bible contradictions. Both 
Chri»tians and skeptics will find the work of great value. It is siinftle, eamest, 
scholarly, transparent. The explanations are clear, persuasive, and really helpful. — 
OUUuim ChronMe, The skeptic has gDne through the Old TcHanjent determined 
to And all that seems inconsistent and contradictory. Our author places all these 
passages before the reader, and gives them, so far as we have been able to discover, 
a candid and reasonable consideration. Persons who have stumbled upon passages 
which are not easjly explained, and liave all their lives been in the darkness and 
doubt of innocent skepticisin, will by reading this work have their faith enlightened. 
— Phrtnological Journal. This work is a real necesNity. Those who ai*e iu couh 
munication with infidels ought to possess a copy. — PropheHe Watchnum, 

THE COBSUPTIONS OF TEE HEW TESTAMENT. 

By H. L. HASTiirGS. 

The statement has been made and believed that tlie New 
Testament is eo corrupted by transcription and tnuislatioii 
that but little of the original matter remains. This work 
carefully and clenrly reviews tlio whole subject from the 
beginning. It coutnins the Various Beadings of the Ser- 
mon on the Mount, as gathered by leading ci itical editors 
ttom liimdreds of ancient manuscripts, and most careAilIy 
revised by the late Prof. Ezra Abbot of Harvard Uni- 
versity; and thus shows just what all this talk al>out cor- 
ruption amounts to — i.e. nothing. Cluth, 96 pp. 86 Cta« 

A full, clear, and srhnlnrly examinatior of this snbject. — 
Golden Ride. This bock proves clearly that the New Tes- 
tament has been handed down without taint or blemish, and 
is now the same aa when first publi^ed. — Meliffiout Herald, 




ATHEISM AITS ABITEMETIC. 

By H. li. Hartinqs. 
No. 15 of tlie AxTi-lNKiDRL LiBUA K Y, l)Ound in neat cloth. 64 pp. S5 etl« 
This ably-written paper furnishes a line of prnofiA of the existence of an intelli- 
gent Creator and his wondrous workiii!;. — Journal of Edvealion. Clear, logical, 
convincing. — Pre*b. liecord, ^ Denis with ainnct ical subject in a keen and vigorous 
way. — Interior, Its logic is irr<'fiitable. — (Jhrixtinn Instructor. 



THE EEBOBS OF EVOLUTION. 

By Bobert Patterson, D.D. 

An examination of the Nebular Theor>', Goologionl Evolution, the Origin of Lids, 
and Darwinism. Nog. 10 to 13 of the Anti-InfidrlLiiikary, bound in one 
volume, neat cloth. 271 pp. 75 etl« 

A valuable acquisition to the discussion of the relations of revealed religion and 
science, and gives additional htrong endence that the contiict is not 1>etween relig- 
ion and science, but between religion and scieutitic theories. — Boston Home Jour- 
nal. There is much ])o\ver in the graphic rtyle with which this book summons up 
and exurcises the demons of error. . . . Au excellent antidote to skepticism among 
the pert young men who take their views of Moses from the Sunday newspapers.— 
The Church. An excellent volunu- to distribute as a scholarly antidote to the ma- 
terialistic theories of the hnnr.—Zifoi's Herald. 
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A BOOK FOR Alili BIBL£ STUDENTS. 

KaDgeN'3 e^EEK-ENemsji ceNcei?D?iNCE. 

A Critical Gkeek and English Concokdancb of the Nbw Testament. 
Prepared by CHARLES F. HUDSON, B.A., iiuder the direction of U. L. Hastings, Ed- 
itor uf IHK Christian. Kevic>ed and completed by £zka Abbot, DJD., LL.D., Pro 
fes»or of >ie\v Testament Critieiam and liiterpretation in the Divinity School of 
Harvai-d University. Seventh Edition, revised ; to which is added T. S. Gkren'S 
Cheek-English Lexicon to the ^ew TestamerU. Crown 8 vo. 744 pp. I'rice $2.00. 



The first Greek and En^rlish Concordance prepared and published in America, 

and in many respects the most useful ever published anywhere. It contains,— 

I. BeferMioea to all places where every Greek word in the New Testament may 1m 
fonnd, —four or five constantly recurring pai tides excepted. 

n. All the English words and phrases l>y which these Greek words are rmdared, 
both in the text and in the margin of the AuiborLied Vernon. 

m. All the varioas readings derived from hundreds of ancient Greek manuscripts, 
and embodied in the f«jur leading editions of the Greek New Testament,— those of 
Griesbach, Laghmann, Tischendorf, and Tkkoblles,- to which are added the 
confirmatory readings of the ancien*, but recently discovered Sinaitig Manuscript. 
* IV. An index of English words, by means of which persons entirely unacquainted 
with the Greek language can tiud the original for any English word in any passagoi 
and can tra<'e and ascertain its usage and the manner of its translation throughout 
the entire New Testament, and can also detect any various readings occurring in 
either of the fonr critical editions above named. 

It leads the English reader to the Greek orig^inal and its various readings. It leads 
the Greek scboUr to the common English translation. It saves space by omitting 
extended quotations, referring inquirers to the passages them»61ves for ftuther 
information. It furnishes the Greek alphabet, with rules of pronunciation, which 
may be mastered by an liour'a study, thus obviating the neoessitv of an lmi>erfect 
representation of the Greek words in English characters. It classifies the passages 
where each Greek word occurs, reveals at a glance the number of wajrs iu which it is 
translated in tbe New Testiiment, shows in wliat senses it is moet frequently or more 
rarely used, exhibiting in their cider, first', the primary, and afterwards the several 
more remote senses of the different terms. It presents all tbe imporUmt various 
readings, including in its appendix the latest ohanges in the eightii editiMi of nschen- 
dorfs New Testament. 

It thus supplies a Gre^k Concordance so oritioal that it presents the latest restilts 
of sound textual investiga ion, and affords the most learned student valusble 
information which he can nowhere else so easily obtain ; so simple that the mere 
English reader can use it « ith faciliiy in his studies of thO/New Testament ; so ehei^ 
that the multitude may purchase it ; and so oompaot and portable that it may be made 
the constant companion of the traveller, the student, and the evangelist. 

Its value to the Mosr learned is evidenced by the fact that every one of the 
Revisers of the New Testament, both iu England and America, used it constantly 
while engaged in their work. And, as one of the ablest of the American revisers was 
actively engaged in its pieparation, it is not strange that it indicates at a glance the 
reasons fur a very large proportion of the changes in the Revised New Testament ; snd 
it may be safely said, ttiat for an intelligent and critical examination of the merits 
of the New Revision, no one book in existence is so valuable as Hudson's ORrriOAL 
Grekk and English Gonoordanob. 

Its adaptation to the use of less scholarly ministers and Bible studentf*, may be 
inferred from the fact tliat Prof. L. T. Townsend, D.D., of Boston University, after 
examining tbe book, ordered /our hundred copies for the home studte* of the ministers 
and students in the Chautauqua School of Theology, of which he was Dean. 

"Tbe fact that this book was constantly used by all the revisers, and that many of 
tlieir alterations in the text bad already been given in the earlier editions of Hudson's 
Concordance, gives it an imprimatur which students will know how to appreciate."— 
The Bookseller { London). 

/Sapeofiau [SPECIMEN.] TraiSelcL 



heavy, Matt. xxvi. 43p. Mark xiv. 
4 Op {Korafiapin^oiMU G"LTTr, Koerafia- 
p4oiMi S) . Luke ix. 32p. 

be burdened, 2 Cor. y. 4. 



nurture, Eph. vi. 4. 
instmction, 2 Tim. ill. 18. 
cbasteniiLg, Heb. xii. 5, 7> 11. 
chastisemezit, Heb. xii. 8. 
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